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The Hiftorie -of 

.Henry the. Fourth. 

Enter thcKingjLord lohn of Lane after , Earle of 

fVt fimerland, with others. 



King. 

o fhaken as we are, fo wan with care* 

SfK FindweatimeforfrightedPeacetopant, 

And breath fhort winded accents of new broucs* 
|§S§jgf| To becommen’etin ftrondsafarreremote.* 

No mote the thirftie entrance of this loile. 

Shall daube her lips with her owne childrens blood; 

No more (hall trenching Warre chane 1 herfields. 

Nor bruife her flowers with the armed hoofes 
Of hoftile paces ; thofe oppofed eyes, 

Which like the Meteors of a troubled heauen* 

All of one nature) of one fubftance bred) 

Did lately meete in the inteftine Ihocke, 

And furious clofe of ciuill butcherie. 

Shall now in mutuall well-befeeming rartkes, 

March all one way, and be nomoreoppoPd 
Againft acquaintance, kindred and allycs, 

The edge of Warre,likc an ill-lheathed Knife, 

No more iViall cut his Mailer : therefore friends, 

As farre as to the Sepulchre of Chrift, 

W hofefouluier now vnder whofe blelled Crolie 
We are imprelled and ingag’d to fight. 

Forthwith, a power of Er.glijh (hall we leuie, 

Whofe armes were moulded in their mothers wombs. 

To chafe thelc Pagars xn thofe holy fields, 

Ouer whole acres walkt thofe blelled feete. 

Which 



The Hiftorie of 

Which 1400. yearcs agoe were nailde. 

For our aduantage on the bitter Crofte; 

But this our purpofe is twelue month old. 

And booties tis to tell you wewillooc. 

Therefore we meet not now-then let me hear* 

Of you my gentle Coofen Weftmerland, 

What yefternight our Counlelldid decree 
In forwarding this deere expedience, 

Weft. My Liege, this hafte was hot in queflion. 

And many limits ofthe charge fet downe 
Butyefternight^when all athwart there came 

w 7L°r “ 0n l^ l?<f ^ 0 ^ £ len with heauie newes; 

Whole wor ft was, that the noble Mmmu 
Leading the men of Herefordshire to fight 
Againft the irregular and wilde Glendorrer, 

Vponwhofe dead corps therewasfuch mifufe, 
Suchbeaftly fhameles transformation 
By thole Welch-women dorie,as may not be 
Without much lliame, retold orfpoken of. 

Th,S match f vvith other 1,ke Gracious Lord, 
Jar more vn?uen and vnwelcome newes, 

Came from the Norths and thus it did report: 

On Holy-roode day, the gallant Hotjbur there 
Long Harry Terete, and braueexS Archibald, 

That euer valiant and approued Scot, 

AtHolmedon met, where they did fpend 
A lad and bloody houre : 

As by difcharge of their Artillarie,- 
And lhape of likelihood the newes was told :■ 
or he that brought them,in the very heate 
And lP nde oftneir contention, did take Horfe, 
Vncertaine ofthe iflue any way. 

s- He y e ,s a deare,and true induftrious friend,. 
int Wether Blunt, new lighted from his Horfe, 
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Henry the Fourth, 

Staindewith the variation of each foyle, 

Betwixtthat Holmedon, and this feat of ours; 

And he hath brought vs fmooth and welcome newes, 

The Earle of Doivglas, is difcomfited, 

Ten thotifand bold Scots, two and twenty Knights 
Balkt in their owne blood did fir Walter fee 
On Holmedon plaine : of prifoners Hotjpurtookz 
Mordake Harle of fhand eldeft fonne 
To beaten Dowglas, andthe Earle of Atholl, 

Of Murrey, Angus , and rJMenteith : 

And is not this an honorable fpoyle ? 

A gallant prize? Ha, Coofen is it not? In faith it is. 

Weft , A Conqueft for a Prince to boaft of. 

King, Yea, there thou mak’ft me fad, and mak’ftme fume 
In enuy, that my Lord Northumberland , 

Should be the Father of To bleft a Sonne, 

A Sonne, who is theTheame of Honor s tong, 

Amongft aGroue,the very ftraighteft Plant, 

Who is fweet Fortunes Minion, and her pride, 

Whilft 1 by looking on the praife of him, 

See Ryot and difhonour ftaine the brow 
Of my yong Harry. O that itcould be proifd 
Thatfome night-tripping Fairy had exchang’d 
In Cradle clothes our children where they lay. 

And cal’d mine Percy , his Plant agenet. 

Then would I haue his Harry , and he mine. 

But let him from my thoughts f What thinke you Cook, 
Of this yong Percies pride? The Prifoners, 

Which he in this aduenture hath furprifde. 

To his owne vfe hakeepes.and fends me word, 

I Hr all haue none but Mordake Earle of Fife. 

Weft. This is his Vnckles teaching, This is Worcefter- 
Maleuolent to you in all afpe&s : 

Which makes him prune hirnfelfe,and brittle vp 
The creft of Youth againft your dignitie. 

Kmg. But I haue fent for him co anfwere this: 

And for thi s caufe a while we mutt negled 
Our holy purpofe to lerufalem. 



Coofen 




The Rislme of 1 

.But come your lelfe with [peed to vs againe. 

For more is to be faid, and to be done; 

Then out of anger can bevttered. 

inter Prince of Wales, and fir IohnFalfiafft. 

Fal t Now Lf<«//,what time of day is itlad^ 

c Prme. Thou art fo fat-witted with drinking of old Saclce 
and vnbuttomng thee after fupper,& hccpmgvpon Bench,! 
artcr noone, that thou haft forgotten to Remand that truely, 
which thou wouldeft truely know. What .i deuillhaft thou to 
doe with the time of the day.' VnleiFehoures were cups of 
Sacke, and minuts Capons, & Clocks the tongues ofBauds, 
and Dials the fignes ot Leaping houfes, and the blelfedSun 
himlelfe a faire hot \yench in flame coulored Taffata- 1 fee 
no reafon why thou fliouldeft beduperfluous todemandthe 
timeoftheday* 

Indeed you come neereme now Hall, for we thattake 
Furies, goe by theMoone and ieuen ftarres,and not by fife. 
bus, he, that wandring Knight fo faire and I pretheefweete 
wagge,when thou art King, as God faue thy Gracej Maiefty 
I mould lay, for Grace thou wilt haue none. 

*Pnme. What none? 

Falf. No by my troth, not fo much as willferuetobepro 
logueto an Egge and Butter* 

^ P r ^ ce » Well, how then?come roundly* roundly. 

.FW^Marry then, fweet wag, when thou arr Kinglet not vs 
that are Squires of the nights body* becafledTheeuesof the 
dayes beauty : let vs be Diarnes ForrefttrsjGentlemenof the 
made* minions of the Moone; and let men fay 5 we be men of 
good gouernmen.being gouerned as the feais,by our noble 
and chaft Miftris the Moonej vnder whofe countenance we 
fteale. 

Prince* Thou fa yeft well, and it holdes well too, for the for* 
tune of vs that are the Mooncs men, doth ebbe>and flow like 
cthe Se a* being gouerned as the Sea is by the Moone; as for 

proofe 
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KJ 1 Henry the fourth, 

r. K» ow a puife of go’d moft rcfolutcly fnatcht on Mon- 
P , r ^tand P inoft diftolutcly fpenton Tucfday morning ; 

^^nXby,andfpem with crying bring m: now 

K l In ebbci ,U»« oW U«cr, and by ,»<i by .ft 
• t a Uuffe lerkin a moft fweet robe of durance. 

p lf How now, how now mad wagge, what m thy quips 

andly quTddS * What a plague haue I to do with aBuffe 

^prince. Whyjwhata poxe haue 1 to doe with my Hoftefte 

^Falf Wclhthou haft caVdher toa reckoning many a time 

Prince. Did I euer call for thee to pay thy part ? 

Falf. No,llcgiue thee thy due, thou haft pay dalhhere. 
Pm, Yea andelfe wherc,fo far as my coyne would ftretchj 
andwhere it would not,l hauevfde my credit; 

Fair. Yea,and fovfde it, that were it not heercapparant that 
thou art Heireapparant. But I prethee fweet wag, IhaU ■ there 
be Gallows Handing in England, when thou art King? & relc- 
lution thus fubd as it is with the rufty curb of old father an- 
tick the Law:do not thou whe thou art a king hang a thecrev 
prince. No, thou (halt. 

Falf Shall I - ? 0 rare ! by the Lord llebeabraue Iudge. 
Princ. Thou iudgeft falfe already. 1 meane thou fhalt haue 
thehanging of the Theeues,and fo become a rare Hangman, 
Falf. Well HaRf well, andinfomefortit iumpeswsthmy 
humor, as well as waiting in' the Court, I can tell you. 

Prince. For obtainingoffutes? 

Falf. Yea, for obtaining of futes, whereof the Hangman 
hath noleane Wardrop,Zblood I am as melancholy as a gyb 
Cat,oralugd-Beare. 

Prince. Or an old Lion, or aLouers Lute. 1 

, Falf. Yea, or the Droceofa Lincolnshire Bagpipe, 

i Princ. What fayeft thou to a Hare, or the melancholy ot 

\ Mooie^ 





The EiUorie of 

Moofc-ditch? 

Faff. Thou haft the moftrnfauory /miles anti ar »; . 
the moft couiparatiue rafcalleft Tweet yong Prmce. 

I prethe trouble meeno more with vanity , 1 would m c \ 

thou and 1 knew where a commodity of good names w ^ 

be bought : an oltl Lorei of the Counfell rated mee the other 
d»y in I the ftreece about you lit; but 1 mark, him „o,,a nd , 

S'r,h y efttS^: Ir ^ db ' n,nM ' a "^«‘>'i 

ww ° TO -“ i “ - 

Faff. O, thou haft damnable iteration, and art indeed able 
to corrupt a Saint:thou haft done much harme vnto me#*/ 
God forgiue thee font ; Before I knew thee Hall, 1 knew no- 
thing and new am I, If a man fliould fpeakc truely, little bet- 
ter than one of the wickedilmuft giue ouerthis life ; andl wil 
giueitouer.By the Lord and I doe not,] am a villain®, • Jlebe 
damned for neuer a K ings fonne in Chnftendome t 
prince. Where (hall we take a purfe to morrow,/*^/ 
Falf. Zounds, where thou wilt lad, He make one ; and 1 do 
notycall me villame,and Baffellme. 



Frmct. ifeea good amendment of life in thees from pray- 
ing, to Purfe taking. r 

f a/f. Why tHall'y tis niy vocation Hall: tis no fin for a man 
tolabour in his vocation. Enter Points. 

Voynns. Now Ihall we know if Gads hill haue let a match; 
0 3 ifmen were to bee faued by merit, what hole in Hell were 
riot eHough for him. ? Tbisisthe moft omnipotent Villaine 
that euercryed, Stand,to a true man. 

Prince, Good morrow AW. 



_ Pomes, Good morrow fweete HaU, What fayes Mounfteur 
Remorfe? What fayes fir Iohn Sacks and Sugar,hck.e? How 
agrees the Diuell and thee about thy lo'ulc, that thou folded 
him on Good-f>tday laft,for a cup of Madera and a cold Ca- 
pons legge? 

Trin. Sir dokn Sands to his word, the Diuell (hall haue bis 
bargaine,for he was.neuer a breaker of Preuerbes ; hcewill 
giue the Diuell his due. 
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Henry the Fourth . 

Points. Then art thou damn’d for keeping thy word with 
the diuell. 

Prmce. Elfe he had been damn’d for Colening the diuell. 

poy. But my lads, my lads, to morrow morning,by foure a 
clocke early at (fadshill^ therearc pilgrims going to Canterbu- 
ry with rich otfrings, and Traders riding to London with fat 
purfes. I haue vizards for you all} you haue horfes for your 
[duzs'.Gads-hiUhcs to night in Rochefier, I haue befpoke fup- 
per tomorrow night in Eaftcheape } we may do it as fecure as 
fleepe: ifyouwill goe,l will ftufte your purfesful oferownes; 
ifyou wil not, tarry at home and be hang’d, 

Falf Heare ye Y ed ward, if I tarry at home and go not, lie 
hang you for going. 

P»y.f You will chops. 

Falf, Hal, wilt thou make one? 

Prince ♦ Who, I rob? 1 a theefefnot I by my faith. 

Falf Thers neither honefty, manhood, nor good fellow- 
ship in thee, nor thou camft not of the blood royall, if thou 
dareft not Hand for ten (hillings. 

Prmce. Well,then once iu my daies He be a. madcap. 

Falf Why,thats wellfaid. 

Trimte. Welcome what wilflletarry at home. 

Falf. By the Lord jle be a traitor then, when thou art King. 

\ Prince . I care not. 6 ’ 

Pom. Sir lohn,\ prethee lcaue the Prince & me alone, I will 
lay liiro down fuch reafonsfor this aduenture, that he (hale©. 

Falf. Wcl,God giue thee the fpirit of perfwafion,& him the 
cares of proficmg,tnatv^ hat thou fpeakefi: may mouc &what 
he hearesmay be beleeued,that the Prince, may (fon ecrea- 
tion fakejproue a falfe theefj for the poore abufes Qf thetimxr 
wantcountenancc.-farewelLyou lhal find mein Eaftcheap. 

Pr>. Farcwel the latter fpnng, farewell AlhollownTummer. 

ro fvTh^? W my f ° d fweet hony Lordj rid c Withvs to mor- 
Sff u Jftt9execute ’ that 1 ^nnot tnannaeealone, 
FatjhffeHaruej, Rofstg, an d Gads-hiil,R ia lrob thofamen that 

your ? ife: "’ 11 
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The Hittorie of 

. prim. How fliall we part with them in fetting forth ! 

Po, Why,we will fet forth before or after them, and appoint 
them a place of meeting, wherin it is at our pleafure to failed 
then will they aduenture vpon the exploit themfeuesjwhich 
they fliall hauenofooneratchieued,but weelefet vpon the. 
Pm, Yea, but tis like that they wil know vs by our horfes,by 
our habits, and by cuery other appointment, to be ourfelucs. 
To. Tut, our horfes they dial not fee,jlc tie the in the wood, 

our vizard we wilehange, after welcaue them: &(irra, Jikiie 
cafes of buckorum for the nonce, to immaske out noted out- 

ward garments. , . c 

prin , Y ea,but I doubt they wil be too hard for vs. 

Po. Wei, for two of them I know to be as true bred cowards 
as euer turnd back : and for the third, if he fight longer then 

he fees reafon,llefo.fwearcarmes, ThevertucofthisielUil 
be. the incomprehenfiblc lies that this fat : rogue wfll tell vs 
when we meeteat fupper, how thirty at leaft he fought with, 
what wards,what blowes, what extremities he mdured, and in 

and meete me to morrow night in Eaftcheape,there jlefuppe 

farewell. ' 

Poj, Farewell my Lord. Ex ft 

Trince. I know you all, and will a while vpho.d 
The vnyokt humor ofyour idlenefte 
Yet heerein will 1 immitate the Sunne, 

Who doth permit the bafe contagious clouds 
To fmoothervp his beauty from the world. 

That when he pleafe againe to be himfelfe, 

Being wanted,he may be more wonderd at 
By breaking through thefouleand vgly milts 
Ofvapours that did feemeto ftrangle him. 

If all the yeare were playing holy daies. 

To fport would be as tedious as to work*; 

But when they feldome come, they wilht for come. 

And nothing pleafeth but rare accidents : 

So when thisloofe behauiour I throw 

And paythc debt J neuer promifed, g 

■ * " 



Henry the Fourth . 

By how much better then my word I am. 

By fo much (hall 1 fallifie mens hopes. 

And like bright mettall on afullin ground. 

My reformation glittering ore my fault. 

Shall Ihew more goodly, and attract more eyes. 

Then that which hath no foile to fet it off. 

He fo offend, to make offence a skill. 

Redeeming time, when men thinkeleaftl will. Exk<. 

Enter the King y Northumberland y Worcefier,Hot^Hr t 
Str IV alter 2? lunt, with others. 

King, My blood hath beene too cold and temperate, 
Vnapt to ftirre at thefe indignities. 

And you haue found me; for accordingly, 

You tread vpon my patience ; but be fare 
1 will from henceforth rather be my felfe, 

Mighty,and to be feard, then my condition 
Which hath beene finooth as oylejloft asyong downe, 

And therefore loft that Title of refped, 

Which the proud foule ne’ re pay es but to the proud. 

Wer. Our houfe(my foueraigne Liege ^little deferues 
Thefcourgcofgreatneire tobevfed on it, 

Andthatfame gfeatnelTe too, which ourownehands 
Haue holpe to make fo portly. Nor. My Lord. 

King, Worcefter get thee gone/or I do fee 
Danger and disobedience in thine eye, 

O fir your prefence is too bold and peremptory. 

And Maieftie might neuer yet endure 
The moody frontier of aferuants brow, 

Y ou haue good leaue to leaue vs : when we need 

Your vfe and counfell,we fhallfend for you. ExitWer. 

You were about to fpeake. 

N orth, Y ea my good Lord. 

Thofeprifoners in your highnes name demanded. 

Which Harry Tercy here at Hojmedon tooke, 

Where as hefayes, not with fuch ftrcngth denide. 

As he deliuered to your Maieftie. 

Either enuy therefore, or mifprifion 
Is guilty of this fault, and not my fonne. 

B 2 Mm, 
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The Hittorie of 

Hot/, My Liege,I did deny no prifoners, 

But J remember when the fight was done. 

When J was drie with rage and extreame toyle, 

Brearhlcs and f aint.leaning vpon my fword. 

Came there a certaine Lord,neat and trimly dreft, 

Fi elh as a Bridegrootne,and his chin new reapt, 

Shewd like a ftubble land at harueft home: 

He was perfumed like a Milliner, 

And twixt his finger and histhumbehe held 
A pouncet boze,which euer and anon 
He gaue his nofe,and tookt away againe. 

Who therewith angry, when it next came there, 

T ooke it in fnufte,and ftill he fmildc and talkt, 

And as the fouldiers bore dead bodies by. 

He caldthem vntaughtknaues,vnmannerly, 

To bring a flouenly vnhand-fome coarfe, 

Betwixt the wind and his Nobility, 

With many holy day and Lady tearmes. 

He queftioned me: among thereft demanded 
My prifoners in your Maiefties behalfe, 

I thenalfmartmgwithmywqundsbeingcold, 

To befo pettered with a Popingay, 

Out of my griefe and my impatience, 

Anfwered negie&ingly ,1 know not what. 

He (hould, or he fliould not, for he made me mad 
To fee him fhine fo bri$ke,and fmell fo fweet. 

And talkefo like a waiting gentlewoamn, 

Of'Guns and Drums,and wounds, God faue the markc? 
A nd telling me thefoueraigneft thing onearth; 

Was Parmacity for an inward brufe, 

,4nd that it was great pitty,fo it was. 

This villanouS Saltpeter fliould be dig’d 
Out of the bowels of the harmeles Earth* 

Which many a good tall fellow had deftroy’d 
So cowardly : and but for thefe vile Guns, 

He would haue been himfelfe a Souldier. 

This bald vnioynted chat of his (my Lord) 

I anfwered indirectly (as 1 faid) 




And 



Henry the Fourth, 

And I befeeh you,let not this report 
Come currant for an accufacion 
Betwixt my loue,and your high Maiefty, 

S/»nt,The circumftaace confidered,good my Lord 
What er’e Harry Piercie then had faid > 

To fuch a perfon,and in fuch a place, 

At fuch a time, with all the reft retold. 

May reafonably die, and neuer rife. 

To doe him wrong, or any way impeach 
What then he faid, fo he vnfay it now. 

King, Why yet he doth deny his prifoners. 

But with prouifo and exception. 

That we at our owne charge fliall ranfome ftraight 
His brother inlaw,thefooli(h Mortimer, 

Who in my foule hath wilfully betraide. 

The liues ofthofe,that he did lead to fight^ 

Again ft the great Magitian, damned Glendmer^ 

Whofe daughter as we heare,the Earle of March, . 

Hath lately married? lhall our coffers then 
Be emptied to redeeme a traitor home ? 

Shall we buy treafon ? and indent with feares. 

When they haueloft and forfeited themfelues. 

No, on the barren mountaine let him tterue. 

For I fliall neuer hold that man my friend, 

W hofe tongue fliall aske me for one pennie coft, 

T o ranfome home reuolted Mortimer . 

Hot, Reuolted Mortimer ? ' 

He neuer did fall off, my Soueraignc Liege, 

But by the chance of warre : to prouethat true. 

Needs no more but one tongue.- for all thofe wounds, 

Thofe mouthed wounds which valiantly he tooke 
When on the gentle Seuernes fiedgie banke 
In Angle oppoiition hand to hand, 

H e did co nf on nd the beft part .of an houre 
In changing Iiardimentvvith great Glcndcwcr, 

Three times they breatlnband three times did they drinke, 

Vpon agreement °f fw.fti'^rajficud 

Who then affrighted with their bloody lookes, 

B 3 Ran 
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Ran fearfully among the trembling reedes. 

And hid his crifpe-head in the hollow bankc, *• 

Blood-ftaincd with thefe valiant combatans, 

Neuer did bareand rotten policy 

Colour her workingwith iuch deadly wounds, 

Nor neuer could the noble Mortimer, 

Receiue fo many, and all willingly; 

Then let him not be Handered with revolt. 

Kmg. Thou doll: bely him Pcrcj, thou doft bely him, 

He neuer did encounter with Glendower, 

1 tell thee, he durfl as wellhaue met the Diuell alone, 

As Owen Cjlendorwer for an enemy* 

Art then notafham’d ? but firra, henceforth 
Let me not heareyou Ipeake of Mortimer , 

Send me your prifoners with the fpeedieft meanes, 

Or you lhall heare in fuch a kind from me. 

As will difpleafe you.My Lord Northumberland , 

We licence your departure with y our fonne, 

Send vs your prifoners, or you will heare ofit* Exit King, 

Hot. And if the diuell comeand roare for them, 

I will not fend them ; I will after ftraight 
And tell himfo, for I will eafe my heart, 

Albeit I make a hazard of my head. 

Nor. What?drunke with c holer? ft ay and paufe a while, 
Heere conies your Vnckle. 

Hot. Speakeof tMortmer ? 

Zounds 1 wilfpeake ofhim,and let my foule 
Want mercy if I doe not ioyne with him; 

Yea on his part, lie empty all thefe veincs. 

And Hied my deare bloud,drop by drop i’th duft, 



But I wil lift the downe-trod Mortimer , 



Ashigh in’th ayreasthisvnthankfullKing, 

As this ingrate andcankred Bullmgbrooke. 

Nor ♦ Brother, the King hath made your Nephew mad* 
Wor. Who ftrooke this heat vp after I wasgone l 
Hot. He wil forfooth haue all my prifoners, 

And whenl vrg’d the ranfome once againe 
Of my wiues brother,then hischeckelookt pale, 




Henry the Fourth 

And on my face he turn’d an ey c of death 
Trembling euen at the name of CMortimer. 

Wor. 1 cannot blame him, was not he proclaim d 
By Richard that dead is, the next of blond? 

Nor. Hewas; 1 heard the Proclamation, 

And then it was, when the vnhappy King, 

(Whofe wrongs in vs God pardon) did fet forth 
Vpon his Irijb expedition; 

Fromwhence he intercepted,didreturne 
To be depos’d and fhortly murdered. 

Wor. And for whofe death,we in the worlds wide-moutfa. 
Liue fcandaliz’d and foulie fpoken off. 

Hot. But foft I pray you, did King Richard then 
Proclaime my brother Mortimer, 

Heire to the Crowne ? 

Nor. He did, my felfe did heare it. 

Hot. Nay then 1 cannot blame hiscoofin King, 

That wifht him on the barren mountaincs ftarue. 

But lhall it be that you that fet the Crowne 
Vpon the head of this forgetfull man, 

And for his fake weare the detcfled blot 
Of murtherous fubornation ? lhall it be 
That you a world of curfcs vndergoe. 

Being the agents, or bafe fecond meanes. 

The cords, the ladder, or the hangman rather? 

O pardon if that 1 defeend fo low, 

To fhew the line and the predicament. 

Wherein you range vnder this fubtile King* 

Shall it for fhame be fpoken in thefe daies, 

Or fill vp Cronicles in time to come, 

That men of your nobility and power 
Did gage them both in an vniuft behalfe, 

(As both of you God pardon it haue done) 

T o put downe Richard that fweet louely Role, 

And plant this thome, this canker Bullingbrooke l ■ 

And fiiall it in more fhame be further fpoken. 

That you are fool’d, difcarded,and fliooke off 
By him, for whgm thefe fhames ye vnder-went ? 
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No,yet time femes, wherein you may redeeme 
Your banifht honors, and reftoreyourfelues,' 
Incothegoodthoughtsofthe worldagame; 
Reuengecheieeringand dildaind contempt 
Ofthis proud King, who. ttudies day and night 
To anfwere all the debt he owes to you, 

Euen with the bloodie paiment of your deaths.* 
Therefore I fay. 

Wor. Peace Coofin,fay no more. 

And now I will vnclafpe a fccret booke, 

And to your quicke concerning difeontents 
He read your matter deepe and dangerous, 

As full of perill and aduenterous fpirit, 

Astoor’cwalkc a Currentroringlowd 
On thevnftcadfaft footing ofalpcare. 

Hot. If he fall in,good night, or finkeorfwimd. 

Send danger from the Eaft vnto the Weft, 

So honorcroile itfrorn the North to South, 

■ And let t : hem grapple : the blood more ftirres 
Torowfe aLion,thcnto ftarta Hare. 

North* Imagination of fame great exploit, 

Driues him beyond the bounds of patience. 

Hot. By heauen me thinks it were an eafie leape. 

To pluckebright honorfrom thepale-fac’d Moone 
Or diueintothebottomeofthedeepe, 

Whe re fadome -line could neuer touch the ground, 
And plucke vpdrowned honor by the lock es, 

So he that doth redeeme her thence, might weare 
Without corriuall, all her dignities: 

But outvpon thishalfe fac’tfeHowfhip. 

Wor, He apprehends a world of figures here. 

But not the forme of what he fliould attend, 

Good Coofen giue me audience for a while. 

Hot. I cry you mercy. 

Wor. Thole lame noble Scots thatare yonr prifoners. 
Hot . lie keepe them all. 

By Godhefhall nothauea^«tofthem, 

N o,if a Scot would faue hisfoule,he lhall not, 
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Be keepe them by this hand. 

Wor. You ftart away, < 

Andlend no care vnto my purpofess 
Xhofe Prifoners you lhall keepe. ‘ \u 

Hot . Nay,I willjthat'sflat; 

He faid he would not ranfome Mortimer* 

Forbadmy tongue to fpeakeof Mortimer :l 
But 1 will find him when he lies a fleepc. 

And in his earellc hallow (JMorttmer: 

Nay, He haue a Starling lhall be taught telpcake - 
Nothingbut^/oma>er,and giue it him, 

To keepe his anger ftillin motion. 

Wor. Heare you Coolin,a word. 

Hot. All ftudiesheere I folemnly defie, 

Saue how to gall and pinch this Bulitngbrooke, 

And that fame Sword and Buckler Prince or Walts. 

But that I thinkehis father loues him not, 

And would be glad he met with fome mifchance : 

1 would haue him poyfoned with a pot ol Ale. 

Wor. Farewell Kinfman, lie talke to you 
When you are better tempered to attend. 

Nor. Why what a Wafpe-tongue and impatient foole 
Art thou, to breakeinto this woman s-naood. 

Tying thine eare to no tongue butthine owne? 

Hot. Why looke you, I am whipt apd fcourg’d with rods, 
Netled,and ftungwith Pifmires, when I heare 
Ofthis v ile Polititian Bullingbrooke. 

In Richards time, what doe you call the place; 

A plague vpon it, it is in Glocefierjhire ; 

Twas where the mad*cap Duke his vnckle kept. 

His vnckle Torke, where I firft bowed my knee 
Vnto this King of Smites, this 'Bullmgbrookc: 

Zbloud,when you and he came backefrom 'Rguevlpuroh, 

Nor, At Barkly C a file. Hot. You lay true* 

Why whatacand-ie deale of curtelie. 

This fawning Grey-hound then did proffer me, 

Looke when his infant Fortune cameto age, 

■'fnd gentl eHarry Percy, and kind Coofin ; 

c o, 




|S»s 



NDON, 1622 THE BRITISH LIBRARY (C.12.g.2l) UCtclVO 












Ml 



1 he Bitiorie of 

0 ,thc Diuell take fuch eoofenersjGod forgiueme. 
Good Vnckle tell your tale,l haue dene* 

Wor. Nay,ifyou haue not, to itagaine, 

We will flay your leifure* 

Hot. 1 haue doneyfaith* 

Wor. Then once more to your Scottifh Prifoners, 
Deliucr them vp without their ranfome ftraight, 
And make the Dmglas fonneyour onely meane 
For powers in Scotland, which for diuers reafons 
Which I fHali fend you written bee allur'd, 

Will eahly be granted you, my Lord. 

Your Tonne in <SVe/Z*Wbeingthus imployed. 

Shall fecretly into the bofome crcepe 
Qf that fame noble Prelate, wel-belou’d, 

The Afchbifhop* 

Hot. QfTorke, is it not i 
Wor. True, who bearer hard 
His brothers death at Briftovr the Lord Scroepei 

1 fpeake not this in efhmation, 

As what I thinke might be,but what I know 
Is ruminated, plotted, and let downe. 

And onely ftaies but to behold the face 
Of thatoccafion that Ihall bring it on. 

Hot. I fmell it.- vpon my life it will doe well* 
Nor. Before the game’s afoote thou Hill let’ll flip 
Hot. Why,it cannot choofefcut bea noble plot. 
And then the power of Scotland^nd of Jorke? 

To ioyne with Mortimer, ha. 

Wor. And fo they Ihall. 

Hot, In faith it is exceedingly well aymd. 

Wor » And tis no little reafon bids vs (peed. 

To faue our heads, by railing ot a Head: 
For,beare our felues as euen as we can. 

The King will alwaies thinke him in our debt. 

And thinke we thinke our felues vnfatisfied, 

Till he hath found a time to pay vs home; 

And fee already ,how he doth begin 
To make vs Hungers to his lookes ofloue. 
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Hot, He does, he does;weele be reueng’d on him, 

Wor. Coofin,farewell.No further goein this, * 

Then I by Letters ihall dired your epurfe 
When time is ripe, which wilibefuddenly.- 
lleiteale to Glendower, and lo Mortimer, 

Where you and Dmglas, and our powers at once# 

As 1 will falhion it, (hall happily meet, 

T o beare our fortunes in our owne ftrong armes. 

Which now we hold at much vneertaintie. 

Nor . Farewell good brother, we lhallthriue#I trull* 

Hot. V nckle,adue; O let the houres be Ihort, 

TillFields,& Blowes,& Groncs, applaud our fport. Exeunt. 
Enter aCarrierwitb a Lanterne in his hand* 
i .(^ar. Heigh ho, an it be not foure by the day,jle be hangd, 
Charles-waine is ouer the new Chimney,and yet our horfc not 
packt. What O filer* 

Ofi. e^non,anon. 

1 .Car. I prethce T sot, beat Cuts Saddle, put a few Flocks in 
the point, poore iade is wrung in the Withers, out of all celfe. 

Enter another Carrier . 

2 Car. PeafeandBeanesareasdankeheereasadog, and 
that is the next way to giue poore lades the Bots: thishoule 
is turned vpfide downe fince RobinOf!t\er died. 

i .Car. Poore fellow neucrioyed fince the price of Oates 
rofe,it was the death of him. 

2. Car. Ithinkethis tobethemofl villanous houfeinall 
London road for Fleas, I am flunglike a Tench. 

i. Car. Like a Tench? by theMalfethereisnearcaKing 
chriften, cold be better bit,the I haue bin fince the firft cock. 

i.Car. Why,you will allow vsnere a Iordaine,' and then 
wee leake in your Chimney, and your Chamber-liebreedes 
Fleas like a Loach. 

1. Car. What OfUer ,comc away,& behangd,come away* 

2 . Car. I haue a Gammon of Bacon, & two razes of Gin- 
ger, to be deliuered as farre as faring-crofe. 

i. Car. Gods body, the Turkies in my panier are quite ftar- 
w j Ofil&r? a plague onthee, haft thou neueran eye in 
chy head ? canftnotheare, and t'were not as good a deed as 
C * drinke. 
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drinke, to break e the pate of thee, I am a very villaine* com* 
and be harig’d,haft no faith inrhee: 

Enter Cj ads- hilt. 

Gads-hill. Good-morrow £Vrar.r,What’* a clocke? 

Car ♦ Ithinke it be two a clocke. 

Gad, I prethee lend me thy Lantherne,tofeemy Gelding 
in the Stable. 

1. Car . Nay byGodfoft j Iknowatricke worth two of 
that I faith. 

Gad. I prethee lend me thine. 

2. Car. I,when,canft tell? Lend me thy Lantemefquoth 
he)Marry lie fee thee hanged fir If. 

Gad , Sirin Carrier, What time do you meane to come to 
London. 

a Car, Time enough to go to bed with a Candle, I warrant 
thee. Come neighbor Mages , weele call vp the Gentlemen* 
they will along with company, for they haue great charge. 

Enter Chamber laine. Exeunt. 

Cjad. What ho, Chamberlaine. 

Cham. At h and quoth Pic ke-purfe. 

Gad. That’s euen as faire,as at hand qd. the Chamber-km, 
for thou vat ieft no more from picking of purfes,then giuing 
direction doth from labouring: thou layeft the plot how. 

Cham. Good morrow Matter Gads-hid, it holds currat that 
Itold you yeftcr night, there’s a Franklin in the wild of Kent, 
hath broght three hundred Marks with him in Gold, I heard 
him tell it to one of his company laft nightatfupper, akind 
of Auditor, one that hath abundance of charge too, God 
Jmowes what, they are vp already, and call for Egges St But* 
ter.: they will away prefently. 

Gad. Sirra, if they meet not with Stint Nicholas Clarkes, 
Hegiuetheethisnecke. 

Cham. No, lie none of it; I prethee keepe that for the 
Hangman,forI know thou worfhipeft Saint Nicholases true- 
ly as a man of fallhood may. 

Gad. What talkeft thou to me of the HangmanJif I hang, 
fie make a fat paire of gallows:for if I hang, old fir lohn nags 
with meA thou knowes he is no ftarueling: tut, there ar&o- 
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Troians that thou dream’ft not of, the which for fpott 

, make all 

fixpenny ftu > ^ bjUt & tranquility. Burgomafters 

r 'SSS hold in fuch as will (trike foo. 

n«ttofpeak,&rp=akcfoonerth e ndrinke,&ormkeroon« 

(hcnpray^andvet(Zounds)I lie, for .hey pray conunually » 
heirfainuhe common-wealth, or rather not pray to her, but 
pt“ on het fot they tide vp & downe on her, and make her 

Whatthe Common-wealth their Bootes? will fne 

inaCafile,cockefure 5 wee haue the receit of f emefeed, wee 

Wa cLw?Nay!by my faith , 1 thinkeyou are more beholding 
to the night then toFernefeed.for your walking muifible. 

Gad. Giue me thy hand, thou ihalt haue a fiiare in our pur- 

Ch fLZ! NayVratheTlTtme haue k ; as you areatalfe theefe. 

Gad. Go to, homo is a comon name to all membtd the O filer 
bring my Gelding out of the ftablejfarewcl ye muddy knaue. 
Enter PrinceyPejnes, andPeto,&c. # 

peincs. Come fhelter, flielter, 1 haue remoouea Falfiaps 
Horfe; and he frets like a gum’d veluet. 

c Prinee. Stand clofe. Enter Falfiajfe . 

Falf. Poines,Poi»es,zndb<ihMgd'Poines. 

Prince , Peace ye fat kidneyd ralcall, what a brawling doett 
thou keepe? 

Falfi What Pomes, Hal l 

Prince. He is walkt vp to the top of the hill, lie go feck him. 
Fall. I am accurft to rob in that theeues company, the raical 
hath remouedmy horfe, and tyedtbem I know not where, if 
ltrauelbut4. foot by thefquire further a foot,! fhallbreake 
my wind .• Well, X doubt not bin to die afaire death for all 
this, if I fcape hanging for killing that rogue,! haue forfworn 
his company hourely any time this 23. year, and yeti am be- 

C!) 3 witc®c 
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wsscht with the rogues company, If the r'afcal hane not pj ue 
me medicines to make me loue him,jle be bandg; it coMi ** 
beeife,l hauedrunke medicines, Paine j , Hal, a pla°u e 0 n y 0t 
both, BardoH, Peto, lie ftarue ere jle rob a foot further ; 
t’were not as good a deed as drinke,to turtle true man,a^d to 
leaue thefe Rogues,! am theverieft Varlet that eucr chewed 
withatooth: eightyardesofvneuen ground, isthreefcore 
and ten miles afoot with me; and the ftony hearted Viliaines 
know it well enough, a plague vpon it when theeucs cannot 
be true one to another. They whittle. 

Whew, a plague vpo you all,giuememy Horfe, yoti rogues, 
Giue me my Horfe,and be hangd, 

‘Erin. Peace ye fat guts, lie downe, lay thine eareclofe to the 
ground, and lift if thou can heare the tread of Traudlers. 

Falf. Haucyou any leauers to lift me vp again beingdown? 
Zbloud,lle not beare mine owne flelh fo far afoot againefor 
all the Coy ne in thy Fathers Exchequer: what a plague mean 
ye to colt me thus? 

Prince. Thou lieft.thou art not colted,thou art vncolted, 

Falf. Ipretheegood Prince Hal, helpe mee to my horfe, 
GoodKingsfonne. 

Prince. Out you Rogue, fhall I be your Oftler? 

Fa/f Go hang thy felfe in thine owne Heire apparant Gar- 
ters : if I be tane, jlepeach for this: and I haue not Ballades 
made on all, and fung to filthy tunes, let a cupof Sacke be my 
> poyfon ; when ieaft is fo forward, and afoot too, I hate it. 

Enter Gads- hill. 

Gad. Stand. Pal. Sol doeagainftmywill. 

Tain. O tis our fetter, I know his v oic c:B*rdol what newesf 

Bar, Cafe y ee,cafe yejon with your V izards,ther’s mony 
of the Kings comming downe thehill,tis going to the Kings 
Exchequer. 

Falf. Y ou lie you rogue, tis going to the Kings Taucrne, 

gad. There’s enough to make vs all. 

Falf. To be hanged. 

Prince. You foure fhall front them in the narrow Lane! 
Ned Toines and 1, will v\ alke lower; if they fcape from your 
encounter,thenthey lighten vs. 

Pete* 
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Peto. But how many be they of them i 

Gad. Some eight or ten. 

Falf. Zounds, will they not rob vs? 

Prince. What ? a coward Sir John Pavench? 

Falf. Indeed I am not Iohn of gant our Granfather, but 

vet no coward, Hal. 

prince. Well,wecle leaue that to the proofe. 

Poynct. Sirra/^thy hoife ftands behind the hedge, when 
thou needeft him, there thou (halt find him, farewell, & ftand 

palf. Now cannot 1 ftrike him ifl fhould be hangd. ( fait. 

Trince. Ned.wbexc areour difguifes? 

Pomes. Heere hard by ftand clofe. 

Falf. Now my maifters, happy man be his dole, lay,eue ry 

man to his bufines. 

Enter the Trauellers. 

Tra. Come neighbor, the boy (halleadour horfes downe 
the hilljweele walke a foote a while, and eafe our legs. 

Theeties. Stay. Tra. lefus blelfevs, 

Falf. Strike, downe with them, cut the viliaines throats : a 
horefon caterpillars l Bacon-fed knaues, they hate vs youth, 
downe with them, fleece them. 

Tra. 0,wcarevndone,bothwe and ours for euer. 

Falf. Hangyegorbclliedknaues,areyevndone. ? noyefat 
chuffes,lwould your ftore were heere;on bacons, on, what 
yeknauesfyongmen muft liue, you are grand Iurers, are ye? 
weeleiureyeyfaith. 

Heere they rob them and bind them ; Enter 
the Prince , and.Poynes, 

Prince . The thecues hau e bound the true men: now could 
thou and I rob the theeues,andgoe merrily to London ft wold 
be argument for a weeke, laughter for a month, and a good 
ieftforcuer. 

Points. Stand clofe : I heare them comming. 

Enter the theeues againe . 

Falf Come my matters, let vs lhare, and then to horfe be- 
fore day; and the Prince & Pomes be not two arra nt cowardes, 
theres no equity ft in ingjther’s no more valour in that Pomes 
than in a. wild Ducke... 

Prince. 
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*As they are fearing, the Prince & p ey 
Pm. Your money A fetvponthem , they allrun away , an/pj 
Poin. villaines. S ftaffe after a blow or two rum away too, fa. 

^ Hing the booty behindthem , 

Got with much eale. Now merrily to borfe,the theeuei 
arefcattered,and polled with fcarefo llrongly,that they dare 
not meet each other,each take his fellow for an officer, awav 
good Ned, Falftaffe fweare to death, and lards the leane earth 
as he walkes along: wert not for laughing, 1 ffiould pitty him: 
Pey net. How the rogue roard Sxmnt. 

Enter Hotjpurfolus, reading a Letter. 

Buffer mine owne pare, my Lord, 1 could be well contented tol>c 
therein rejpebl of, the hue I be are your houfe. 

He could be contented, why is he not then? in refpe&ofthe 
loue he beares our houfe : he ffiowes in this, heloues his own 
barne better then he loues our houfe. Let me feefome more. 

T, he purpofeyou vndertake is dangerous. 

Why thats certaine,tis dangerous to take a cold, to Deep, to 
drinkc; but I tell you (my Lord foole) out of this nettle dan- 
ger, we plucke this flower fafety. 

The purpofeyou vndertake is dangerous , thefriendsyouhaue named 
vncertame,the time it felje vnforted,andyonr whole plot too light ,ftr 
the count erpoife of fe great anoppofeion. 

Say you fo,fay you fo,l lay vnto you again, you are a fal- 
low cowardly binde,& you lie; whatalack-biaineisthis?by 
the Lord our plot is a good plot as euer w as laid, our friend 
true & conftant:a good plot,goodfriends,&ful of expedatio 
an excellent plot, very good friends $ whatafrofty fpirited 
rogue is this? why my L.ofjTVr^ comends the plot, & the ge- 
neral courfeof the adion, Zounds &I were now by this rafcal 
T could brainchim with his Ladies Fanne.Is there not my fa- 
ther my vnckle,& my fclfe, Lord Edmond Mortimer, my Lord 
of 2 r orke,&. Owen <jler.doweri\% there not befides th cDowglas! 
haue I not all th c ir letters to meet me in Armes by the ninth 
of the next month ? and are they not feme of the fet forward 
already? What a pagan rafcail is this & Infidell? Ha, you /hall 
fee nowin very fincerity offeareand cold heart, will he to the 
King, and lay open all our proccecdings.O,Icould diuidemy 
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felfc,and go to buffets, for mouing fuch a diffi of skim Milkc 
with fo honorable an adion. Hang him,let him tel the King, 
wc are prepared. I wi 11 fet forward to night. Enter his Lady, 

How now Kate, l mult ieaueyou within thefe two houres. 
Lady. O my good Lord, why are you thus alone? 

For what offence hauel this fortnight been 
A baniiht woman from my Harries bed ? 

Tell me,fweet Lord, what is’tthat takes from thee 
Thy ltomacke,plcafure,and thy golden fleepe? 

Why doft thou bend thine eies vpon the earth, 

And ftart fo often when thou fitft alone? 

Why haft thou loft the freffi bloud in thy cheekes. 

And giuen my treafures and my rights of thee, 

Tothick-cyd sniffing, and curft melancholy? 

In my faint flumbers,I by thee watcht. 

And heard thee murmure tales of yron Warres, 
Speaketearmcsofmanageto thy bounding Steed, 

Cry courage to the field ; And thou haft talkt 
Offallies; and retires, trenches, tents. 

Of Pallizadoes, frontiers, parapets. 

Of bafilisks, of canon, culuerin, 

Ofpr iforiers ranfome,and of fouldiers flaine. 

And all the current, of a heddy fight. 

Thy fpirit within thee hath been fo at war, , 

And thus hath fo beftird thee in thy fleepe, 

Tnat beds offweat hath flood vpon thy brow. 

Like bubbles inalatedifturbed ftreame, 
j^ndin thy face ftrange motions haueappeard. 

Such as we fee when men reftraine their breath. 

On fome great fodaine haft.O what portents are thefe? 

Some heauy bufines hath my Lord in hand, 

■ And 1 mull know it,elfe heloues me not. 

3 v Hot.. What ho, is (jtlliamsmth the Packet gone? 

Ser, He is, my Lord, an houre agoe. 

Hot. naEn Butler brought thofe Horfes from the Sheriffe? 
?r- 2?.' Lord, he brought eum now. 

Htt* 
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Hot. That Roan fhal be my throne. Welljwil back him 
ftraight. Entrance, bid Butler lead him forth into the parkc. 
Lady. Butheareyoumy Lord. 

Hot. What faieft thou my Lady } 

La. What is itcarries you away? 

Hot , Why , ray horle (my lou e) my horfe. 

La. Out you mad-headed ape,aweazel hath notfuch a deale 
offpleene,as you are toft with. In faith jle know your bufines 
Harry, that I wil;I feare,my brother Mortimer doth ftir about 
his title, & hath fent for you to line his enterprife, but ifyou 
Hot. So far a foot, 1 lhal be weary, loue. (go 

La. Com, come, you Paraquito.anfwer me dire&Iy.vntothis 
queftion that 1 lhal a'ske : in faith lie breake thy iittlefinger 
Harry,nad if thou wilt not tell me all things true. 

Hot. Away,away youtrifler,loue;I loOetheenot, 

I care not for thee Kate , this is no world 
To play with mammets,and to tilt with lips. 

We muft haue bloudy nofe*,and crackt crown es. 

And paile them currant too .* gods me myhorfe. 
Whatfaift thou Kate,v/hat wouldft thou bauewitfrme? 

La, Do you notioue me? do you not indeed? 

Wei, doe not theni for lincc you loue me nor, 

I will not loue my felfe.Doeyou not loue me? 

Nay, tell me, ifyou fpeake inieaft,or no ? 

Hot. Come wilt thou lee me ride? 

And when I am a horfe-backe,I willfweare, 

I loue thee infinitly.But harkeyou Kate, 

3 muft not haueyou henceforth, queftion me? 

Whither I go : nor reafon were about. 

Whither I muft, I muft : and to conclude, 

This euening muft I leaue you gentle 
I know you wife, but yet no farther wile, 

Then Harry Tercyes wife. Conftant you are* 

Butyet a woman, and for fecrecie, 

No Lady clofer, for I will belecue. 

Thou wilt noty tter what thou doeft not know.' 
Andfofar.will Ittuft thee, gentlcAtfto 
How, lo far? 



Henry the Fourth. 

Hot. Notan inchfurther.- butharkeyou Kate 
Whither I go,thither (lull you goetoo: 

To day will 1 fet forward,to morrow yoa- 
Will this content you Kate ? 

La. It muft of force* Exeunt. 

Enter Erince andToynes, 

’Prince. iVW,prethee come out of that fat roome, and lend 
me thy hand to laugh a little. 

L’oynes. Where haft beene Hall? 

Erin. With three or foure Logger-heads,amongft three or 
foure-fccre Hogs-heads.l haue founded the very bale firing 
ofHuinilitie.Sirra,! am Iworne brother to a lealh ot Drawers 
andean call them all by their Chriftian name$,as Tom,Dtchg 
and Francis : they take it already vpon their faluation, that 
though 1 be Prince otfVales, yet 1 am the king of Curteftc, 
tell me flatly, I am not proud Iackeliko. Falftajfe$ buta Cortn- 
thian&lad of tnettalfa good Boy (by the Lord lb they cal me) 
and when I am king o( England,! fhallcoinmand al the good 
lads in Eajlcheap. They call drinking deepe,dying Scarlet; & 
when you breath in your watring,tney cry hem, and bid you 
play it off. To conclude , I am fo good a proficient in one 
quarter Of an hourc,that I can drinke with any Tinker in hrs 
owne language during my life. 1 will tell thee Ned, thou haft 
loft much honor, that thou wert not with me in this adtion .* 
but fweet Ne^tofw-eeten which name of Ned, I giue thee this 
penniworthof Sugar , clapt euen now into my hand by an 
vnderskinker, one that neuer fpake other Englifb in his life, 
. then S. (hillings & 6.\>zncz,0i'Tou are welcome, with this Ihrill 
addition, Anon. anon ftr, shore a pint ofBajlardin the Halfiemoon, 
or Co. But Ned, to driue away time till Falfiafie come, I pre- 
thee doe thou ftandinfomeby-roomc, while I queftion my 
puny Drawer, towhatend he gaue me the Sugar, & do neuer 
leauecalling Francis, that histalcto me may be nothing but B 
Anon : ftep afide,and lie (hew thee a prelent. 

P oines. Francis . 

Prince. Thou art perfedl. 

Potties. Francis, 

Fran. ^non>anon firjlooke down into thcPomgranet, Raft* 

® 2 Ptrmge 
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Prince. Come hither Francis, 

Frauds. My Lord, 

Prince. How long haft thoutoferue,Fr<*w»? 

Francis. Forfoothfiue yeares,and as much as to 
Poines. Francis, 

Francis. Anone, anone fir. 

Prince. Fiueyeares-,berlady along leafe forthechincking 
of Pewter : But Francis , dared thou be To valiant) as to play 
the coward with thy Indenture, and Ihewita faire paireof 
heeles, and runne from it? 

f rands, O Lord fir, Ilebefwornevponallthebookejin 
England, 1 could find in my heart. 

Pomes. Francis. Francis. Anone fir, 

‘ prince , How old art thou pranas ? 

Francis. Let me (ee, About Jldtcbaelmas next X (hall be 
Pomes. Francis. 

Francis. Anone fir, pray you ftay alittle.my Lord. 

* Prince . Nay but harke you Francis , for the Sugar thou 
gaueflf me, t w as but a penny worth, waft not ? 

Francis. O Lord, I would it had be^ne two. 

Prince. I will giue thee tor it a thoufand p oundj aske mee 
when thou wilt, and thou lhalt haue it. 

Poines. Francis. frrfMW.Anon^nonc. 

* Prince . Anon prancisiNo Francis, b ut to morrow Francis « 
or Francis, on thurieday l or indeed Francis , when thou wilt 
But Francis. 

Francis. My Lord, . 

Prince. Wiltthou rob this LeatherncIerkin.Chmtall but- 
ton, Not-pated, Agatring, Puke flocking, Caddicc garter, 
Smooth tongue, Spanifh pouch? 

Francis. Q Lord fir, who doyoumeane? 

Prince. Why then your Browne baftardeisyour onelie 
airinke; for looke you Francis, yout White canual' e ou 
will fulley ♦ In Barb Ary fir, it cannot come to io muc ♦ 
Francis. What fir ; koines. Francis. 

Prince. Away you rogue,doft thou not heare them c • 

m Heere they bah call him, the Dr awerflands amazed, not 

kgowtngrshkk way to goe. ■ Enter Vintner. 
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Vint. What,ftandft thou ftill, and heareft fuch a calling ? 
looketo the Gheftes within. My Lord, old fir lohn with halfe 
a dozen more,ai e at the dorc,fiiall 1 let them in ? 

Prin. Let them alone awhile,& then open the doreiP nines. 

poines. Anone,anonefir, Enter Poines. 

•pm. Sin a, Faifiaffe And the reft ofthe Theeues,are at the 
doore,ihall we be merry? 

Poin. As merry as Crickets, my lad .* but harke yee, what 
cunning match haue you made with this ieft of the Drawer j 
come, what’s the ifiue? 

Prin. 1 am now of al humors.that haue fhewed themfelues 
humors, lincethe old daies of good man Adam , to the pupill 
age of this prefent Twelueacloke at midnight. What’s a 
tdodez Francis ? 

Francis. Anone, anone fir. 

prin. That euer this fellow lliould haue fewer words then 
a Parret,& yet the fon ofaWoman.Hisinduftry is vp ftaires 
anddowne ftaires,his eloquence the parcell of a reckoning.I 
am not yet of Perceys mind, the Hotjpur ofthe North, he that 
Jcilsmefome d or y, dozen of Scots at a breakfaft,wafhes his 
hands, and fay es to his wife, Fievponthisquietlife, Iwant 
worke.O my fweetH^rryfayes fhel how many haft thou kild 
to dayfGiue my Roan horfe a drench(fayes he)and anfwers, 
fome fourteene,an hour after: a trifle, a trifle. Iprethee cal in 
Fa/flafe , lie play Percy, and that damnde Brattne fhall play 
Dame Mortimer his wife. i?ws,faies the drunkardtcall in ribs, 
call in Tallow. 

Enter Falfiaffe. 

Poines, Welcome lackey where haft thou beene? 

Falf. A plague ofall cowards I fay, and a vengeance too, 
marry & Amen: giue mcacupoffackboy. E’relleadthis 
life long lie low neather flocks, & mend them,& foot them 
to o. A plague of all cowards; Giue me a cup offaeke,rogue,is 
there no vertue extant? 

Pnn. Di Hi thou neuer fee Titan kide a dilh of butter ,pitti- 
full hearted Titan that melted ar the fweet tale of the Sun ? if 
thou didft, then behold that compound. 

D 3 Talfi . 
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Fat.Y ou rogue, here's Lime in this Sack too, there is nothing 
but rogery to befound in villanousmao;yet a coward is worle 
thenacup offack with limeinir.Avillanous coward, go thy 
waies old lacks-, die when thou wiir, if manhood, good ni ai ^ 
hood be not forgot vpon the face of the earth , then am 1 \ 
(hotten herringithere hues not 3 , good men vnhangd in Sm. 
land, and one of them is fat, and groweS old ; Godhelpetife 
while, a bad world I fay : I would 1 were a weauer.l could fine 
Pfalmes,or any thing. A plague of all cowards, I fay fill], 8 

Prine, How now Wolfacke,what mutter you ? 

Paly A Kings Son? if I doe not beat thee out ofthy King, 
dome with a dagger of Lath, and driueallthy Subjects afore 
theelikeafl ckeof Wild-geefe, lleneuerwearehaireonmy 
face more, you Prince of Wales, 

Prin. Why you horfon round man, what’s the matter? 

Fal. Arc you not a coward? anfwere me to that, and pom 
there. 

Prin. Zoundsyefat paunch, and ye callme coward, by the 
Lord jle flab thee. 

pal. I call thee coward? jle fee thcedamndeearelcallthee 
coward, but 1 would glue a thoufand pound 1 cold runasfift 
as thou canft. Y ou are ftraight enough in the fhoulders,you 
care not who fees your backc: call you that backing ofyour 
friends?aplaguevponfuch backing.* giuemethemthatwill 
face me,giue me a cup of fack,I am a rogue ifl drunk today 

Prt.Q villaine,thy lips are fcarce wip'd fince thou drunkfl 
lafl. Fal. Ai’s one for that. He drinks, 

Aplagueofallcowars fi ill fay 1 . 

Prin , What's the matter? 

F al. What s the matter? heerebee foureof vs, hauetanea 
thoufand pound this morning. 

Prin. Whereis it where is it? 

Falf. Where is it ? takenfrom vs it is .* a hundred vpon 
poore foureof vs. 

Prin, What,a hundred man ? , i 

Fal. I amaro:ue,ifl wearenotahalfclwordjwithadoae 

ofthem two houres together. 1 hauefcaped by miracle, aw 
eight times thruft through the Doublet, fourethroug^ 
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Hofe,my buckler cut through & through, my Sword hack’t 
like a lw\d-C&w,eecej!gnttm. 1 neuer dealt better fince I was a 
man, all would not do.A plague ofalcowards,let them /peak 
if they fpeake more or lelle then truth, they arc villaines, and 
thefonnes of darknelfe. 

Gad. Speak efirs, how was it ; 

Rofs, Weefourefet vpon fome dozen, 

Falft. Sixteen eat lead, my Lord. 

Rofs. Andboundthem. 

Peso. No,no,they were not bqund* 

Fal. You rogue they were bound, euery man of them, or I- 
am a lew elfe,an Ebrew lew. 

Ikpjs, As we were fliaring,fome 6 . or 7. frefh men let vpo vs. 

Fal. And vnbound the red, and then come in the other. 

Prin, What fought ye with them all? 

Fal. All ? i know not what you call all ; but ifl foughtnot 
with fifty ofthem , I a.n a bunch Radifh ; if there were not 
two or three and fifty vpon poore old Zw^thcn am I no two 
leg’d creature. 

Poin. Pray God you haue not murthcred fome of them. 

Pal, Nay that’s paft praying for, I haue pepper’d two of 
them, Two 1 amfure I haue payed, two rogues in Buckrom 
fiites .* I tell thee what Hal, if l tel thee.alie,fpit in my facejcal 
me Horfe : thou knoweft my old word: herellay,and thus I 
bore my point:foure rogues in buccorom let driuc atrne. 

Prin. What,foure?chou fa id ft but two, euen now. 

Fal, Foure Hal ,\ told thee fourc. 

‘Poin. 1 , 1 ; hefaid foure. 

t f° ure came all a front,& mainely thruft at me* 

Imade no more adoe., buttooke all their feuen points in my 
Target, thus. r 

Prin. Seuenjwhy there werebut foare, euen now. 

Fal. In Buccorom. 

Pfm. L foure, in Buccorumfuites. 

Pal. Seuen,by tli efe Hilts, or I am a villainc elfe, 

f n .' r T Veeheel e t him alone, we lhall haue more anon.* 

taif Doe It thou hear . m tHal. 

- rm > 1 and marke thee too, lacks, 

mu 
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Falf Do fo/or it is worth the liftning to,thefe nine in JW 
ktom,that 1 told thee ef. • / 

prin. So, two more already. 

Falf. Their points being broken, 

Poines. Downe fell his hofe. 

PW.Began to giue me groundnut 1 followed me clofe,came 
in foot Sc hand,& with a thoughc,feueB ofthc elcuen l paid. 
Trw.O monftrousleleuen bukrommen grown out of'two? 
Fal. But as the diuell wold haue it, three mil-begotte knaues 
in Kendall greeen,came at my back e and let dri ue at me, for it 
was (o darke, Hal, that thou couldft notfee'thy hand. 

e Prtn. T hefe lyes are like the father that begets the, gtollc 
as a moutain,ope palpable.Why thou clay- braind guts, thou 
knotty-pated fooie,thou horfon obfcenegreafietallowcatch. 

Fal. What?art thou mad/ art thou mad? is not the truth the 
truth? 

Prin. Why how couldft thou know thefc men in Kenhd 
greene, when it wa*s fo darke thou couldft not fee thy hand > • 
come tell vs your reafon, What fai ft thou to this ? 
points. Come your reafon Iacke,your reafon* 

Fal. VVhat, vpon compulfion/ Zounds, and I werestthc 
ftrappado,or al the racks in the w orld, I would not tel you on 
compulfion. Giue you a reafon on compulfion ? if reafons 
were as plenty as blackberries, I would gjue no man a reafon 
vpon compulfion, I. 

Prin. lie be no longer guiltieofthis fin, This fanguineco- 
ward, this bed-preifer,thishorfe-back-breaker,this huge hill 
offleftn 

Fal, Zbloud you ftaru1ing,you elfskin, you dried neats tong ( 
bu!s-pizzell,yQuftock-fi(li; O forbreath tovtterwharislike 
thee’you taylcrsyard,you flieath,you bowcafe.you vile (tan* 
dingtucke. 

Prin l Wei, breath a while, and thentoitagaine,& when thou 
haft tired thy felfein bafecoparifons,hear me (peak butthus* 
Poyn. Marke,/<*c^. 

Prin, Wc tw o,(aw you foure, fet on foure& bound them# 
weremafters oftheirwelth.-marke now how aplaine tale 
putyou downe : then did we two fet on you f oure,and with J 
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worti, outfac’d you from your prize, & haue it, yea, & can (hew 
. it you herein the houte : and Falfta/ft.y ou earned y our guts a- 
way as nimbly, with as quick dexterity, & roared lormercy,and 
ftill run and roare,as cuer I heard Bul-calfc, Whata flaueart thou 
to hack thy (word as thou haft done, & then fay it was in fight ? 
w hat tricke / what deuice ? what ftarting hole canft thou now 
find out, to hide thee from this open andapparant Ihame ? 

p ein. Come lets heare Iac\e, what tricke haft thou now ? 

Falf. BythcLprd, I knc*w yeeaswell as hee that made ye e. 
Why hearc you mymaifters, was it fbrmee, to kill the Heire 
apparant/ fhould I turne vpon the true Prince ? Why, thou 
' knoweft I am as valiant as Hercules: but beware inftin<ft,the Li- 
on will not touch the true Prince, inftinft is a great matter. I 
was a Coward on inftin<$, 1 fhalithinke the better of my felfe, 
and thee, during my life; i,for a valiant Lion, add thou for a true 
Prince; but, by the L; rd Lads, I am glad you hauethe money. 
Hoftellc clap to the doores, watch to night, pray to morrow : 
Gallants, Lads, Boyes, Hearts of gold, all the titles of good 
fellowfliip come to you. What, (hall we be merry / lhall wee haue 
a Play extempore? 

Pnn. Content, and the argument (hall bee, thy running away . 

Fal: Artiomor^m that Htu%. thou loueft me. Enter Hofteffe. 

Hof. O lefu, my Lord the Prince ! 

Prin. How now ray Lady th cHoflejfe, w/hat faift thou to me t 

Hof Marry,my L; there is aNoble man ofthe court, at doorc 
would fpeake with you : he (ayes he comes from your father, 
P«».Gme Him as much as will make him a Royallman., and 
fend him backe againe to my mother. 

Fal. What manner ofman is he^ 

HofAn old man. 

Fal. What doth granitic out of his Bed at midnight ? Shall I 
giue him his anfwer ? 

Prin. Prcthee doe /<«(%. 

Fal. Fayth,and defend him, packing. 

Pm*. Now firs: birlady you foil ght faire, fo did you Veto, fo 
did you Bar del-, you are Lyons too, you ran awayvponinftimft, 

you will not touch the true Prince, no fie. 

‘Bar. Faith, I ran v\ hen I faW others runne. 

E Trince, 
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Prince . Faith, tdl me now in came ft, how came Paiflaljf ts 
Sword fo hackt i 

Teto, .Why, he backt it with his Dagger, and laid he would 
(\veare tiuth out of fngbnd but hee would make you beleeueit 
was done in fight, aud perfvvaded vS todocthclike. 

Car. Yea, and to tickle our nofes with fpeare-gratfe, to make 
them bleed C) and then to beflubber cur garments with it, and 
fweare it was the blood oftrue men. I did that I did not thisfea- 
uen yeare before, I blulht to heart his monftrous deuifes. 

‘Tnn. Ovillaine,thcuftokftacup ofSackeeighteeneyceres 
ago, and wert taken with the manner, and euer iince thou hail 
blufht extempore, thou hadlt fire and fword on thy fide, and yet 
thou ranft away : what inftind hauft thou tor it ? 

£*r. My Lord, doeyoufecthefe meteors! doe you behold 
thefe ex halations? 

Prin.ldoe. 

Bar. What thinke you they portend ? 
rprtn Hot Liuers, and cold Purees. 
jW,Choler,ray Lord, ifrightly taken. 

Enter Fatftalffe. ' 

Prin t No, ifrightly taken. Halter. Here comes leane Inhere 
(?omesbare-bone. Hownowmyfwectc creature of Bonibaft, 
trow long is’tago, Iacke, fince thou law eft thine owne Knee ? 

fal. My owneKnee i when I was about thy yeares ( Bit) 1 
was not an Eagles talent in the waft : I could baue crept into a- 
ny Aldermas thumbe-ring a plague of fighing and griefe, it 
falowesa man vp likca bladder. Tker’svillanousncwes abroad, 
here was fir John braby from your Father : youmuft goetothe 
Court in the morning. The lame mad f ellow of the North ftnf, 
ar>d he ai Wales, that gaue Jmr.mcnthc Baftinado, and made 
Ztectf or cuckold , and (wore the Dwell his true liegeman vpon 
the Crofie of a welch hooke ; what a plague call you him l 
Pom. O Glendnwer. 

pal.. Owen , Ow», the fame, ana his Sonne in law Mortimer, 
and old Northumberland , and the fprigbly Scot of ScottCS Derr- 
gilajfe t th&t run n es a horfe’-back e v p a hill perpendicular. 

Prin. Hee that rides at high fpeed, and with a PiftolJkil«« a 
Sparrow flying. . L 
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palf. You haue hint. 

<Pmee. So did he neuer the Sparrow, 

Palf. Well, that rafcall hath good mettall in him , he Will not 

m prince. Why what a rafcall art thou then, to praife him fo for 

rU ? 4 . & A ! horfc-backe<yeeCuckoc) buton foote hee will not 
budge a foote. 

Prin. Yes Iacke, vpon inftindt. 

Falf. 1 grant ye, vpon inftind : well, hee is there too, and one 
CHordake, and a thoufand blew Caps more. Worcefler is ftolne 
away by night, thy fathers beard is turn’d white with the newes, 
you may buy Land now as cheape as ftinckmg Mackreli. 

Prin. Then t’rslike,if there come a hot Sunne, and this ciuill 
buffeting hold , wee (hall buy May den-heads as they buy Hob- 
nailes, by the hundreds. 

Pal, By the Mafte lad, thou faift true, it is like wee (hall haue 
good trading that way. But tell me Hal. Art not thou horrible a- 
feard ? thou being Heire apparent, could the world picke thee 
outthreefuch Enemies againe, as that fiend Dowjrtas : thatfpirit 
Percy , and that diuell cjlendower ? Art thou not horrible atraide? 
doth netthy' blood thrillat it ? 

Prin. Not awhit yfaith : I Iacke Lome of thy inftinft. 

Falf. Well, thou wilt be horrible chidde to morrow when 
thou connneft to thy Father j if thou doe loue mee, praftile an 
anfwcre. 

Prtnce. Do thou ftand for my Father., and examine me vpon 
the particulars of my life. 

Pal, Shall li content : this Chairefhalbe my State, this Dag- 
ger my Scepter, and this Cuflurt my Crovvne. 

Prin . Thy State is taken for a ioynd ftoole,thv golden Scep- 
ter for a leaden Dagger, and thy precious rich Crovvne, for apit- 
tifull bald Crovvne. 

Falf. Weil, and the fire of Grace he not quite out of thee, 
now Ault thou be moued, Giuc mee a cuppe of Sackc to make 
mine eyes looke reddc, that it may be thought I haue wept : 
Forlmuftfpeake in paifion , and I will doe it in King Cambijes 
vaine, 

E 2 Printer 
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Pri». Well,hecreisraylegge. 

.'fa/. And heere is my fpeech •• ftand aflide Nobiiifie, 

Ho. Olefu, this is excellent (port, y faith. 

Fal. Weepe not Tweet Quecne, for trickling teares are vaine, 
Ho. O the father, how he holds his countenance / 

Fal For Gods Take Lords, conuey my truftfull Quecne : 
Fortearesdoftopthefioud-gatesofhereies. 

Ho. O Iefu , hee doth it as like oncof thefe harlotry Flayers, 
ascucrl ice, 

fa/. Peace good Pint- pot, peace good tickle fcraine. 

Harry , 1 doe not onelymaruell where thou fjpenddl thy time, 
but alfo, how thou avtaccompanycd ; For though the Cammo-. 
mile, the more it istoden, the fatter it-growes; yetyouth , the 
more it is wafted, the fooner it wearcs ; thou art my Tonne,l foue 
partly rhy.mothers word /partly my opinion; but chiefly, avil- 
lanous trickeof thineeye , apd afooliili hanging of thy neather 
3ip,thatdoth warrant me. it then thou be fonne to me,herelieth 
the poynt; why, being fonne to me, art thou fo pointed at ; fhsll 
the blefled fqnne of heauen proue a michcr,and eatc Blackeber- 
ries? aqueftion not to be askt. Shall thefonne of England proue 
athiefc, and take purfes? aqueftion to be askt. Thereisathing, 
Harry , which thou haft oiten heard of, and itisknownetoma- 
ry in our Land, by the name of Pitch ; this Pitch ( as ancient wri- 
ters doe rcport)doth defile? fo doth tHecompany thoukeepdl: 
For Harry, now I doe not fpeake to thee indrinkc, but in teares, 
not in pleaful e, butinpaffion; notin vvordsonely, but in woes 
alfo : and yetthereis avertuous man, whom I haue often noted 
in thy company, but I know not his name* 

"Prince. What manner of man, and it Iikeyour Maieftie? 

Fal. A goodly portly man y faith, and a corpulent, of a cheer- 
full look, a pleafing eie.and a moft noble cariage,and as 1 rhir.k, 

'his age fomc fifty, orbirlady, incliningtothreefcore,flndnow 

I remember me, his name is Falfiaffe: ,f that man fliould be lewd- 
ly giuen,hc deceiues me, Fof Harry , I fee venue in his lookes; if 
then the tree may be knowne by the fruit, as the fruit by the tree, 
then peremptorily I fpeake it , there is veitue in that Falpljfe, 
him keepewitfothereft baniflu and tellmenow, thou naughty 

varlet, tell me, where haft thou been this month/ 

, Prince, 
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prince. Doft thou fpeake like a Kmg ? doe thou ftand for me, 

and He play my father* \ . 

Fal. Depofeme,ifthou doft it halfefo grauely, fo maielhcal- 
ly both in word and matter, hang me vp by the hecles for a Rab- 
bet-fucker, or a Poult ers liare. 

Prince Well, heere 1 am fet, 

Faif And heere 1 ftand, iudge my rnaiftcrs, 

Prnve. Now Harry, whence come you ? 
pdf. Mymoble Lord, from Eajlcbeape, 

Prince. The complaints I beare of thee, are grieuoti 
Falf. Zbioud my Lord, they are falfc": nay, lie tickle yee for a 
young Prince yfaith. 

Pnnce. Sweareft thou,vngracious boy? henceforth ncrelook 
on me, thou art violently carried away from grace, there is a Di« 
uell haunts thee in the likcnelTe of a fat old man, a tunne of man 
is thy companion .• why doft thou conucrfe with that trunke of 
humors, that boulting-hutch of beaftlinci]Te,that fwolneparccll 
ofDropfies, that hugebombard of Sacke,that ftuflft Cloke-bag 
of guttes, that rolled Manning tree Oxe with the pudding in 
his belly, that reuerent V ice,that gray lniquitic,that father R uf- 
fian,that v anity in yearcs •• wherein is he good,but to tafte Sacke 
and drinke ft / wherein neateand cleanly,buttocaruea Capon 
and eate it ? wherein cunning, butin Craft ? v\hcreincraftie,but 
in Villanie? wherein villanous, but in all things? wherein Wor- 
thy, but in nothing? 

Falf. I would your Grace would take mee with you : whom 
meanes your Grace ? s . > • * ’ 

Prince. That villanous abhominrble mifleader of youth, Fal- 
Jlatjfe, that old white-bearded Sathan. 

fal. My Lord, the man I know. P rin. I know thou doft . 

Fal. But to fay, i know more harme in h im then in my felfe, 
were to fay more then I know .- that he is old ( the more the pit- 
tie)his white haires do witnefie it : but that he isflauingyourre- 
uerence) a whoremafter, that I vrterly deny : if'Sackeand Sugar 
be a fault, God helpe the wicked : if to be old and merry be a 
finne , then many an old Hoft that I know , is damn’d : if to bee 
flute, be to be hated, then Pharaohs leanekine areto beloued* 
No, my good Lord,banifh Peto, banifh Bardot, banifh Pomes; but 

K j for 
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for fweet lack? Faftalffe, kind la eke Faftalffe , true lacke Faftalffe 
valiant lacke Faftalffe, and therefore more valiant, being as hce 
is old lacke Falftalffe, banifli not him thy Harries company, ba- 
nifh not him thy Harries company 3 banifli plumpe lacke , and 
banifhall the world. 






c Frin, I doe, I will, 



Enter Bardoll running. 



Ear. Oj my Lord, my Lord, the Sheriefe, withanioflmon. 
ftrous Watch is at the dore. 

FaL Out you rogue, play outtheplay : I haue-muchto fay 
in the behalfeofthat Falftalffe. 

Enter the Hofteffe. 

Hof. O Iefu, my Lord, my Lord ! 

Falf. Heigh, heigh, the diuell rides vpona Fiddlc-flicke, 
what’s the matter? 

Hof. The Sherife and all the Watch arc at the dore, they arc 
come to fearch theHoufe, Hi all I let them in ? 

Falf. Doft thou he&re Hal? neucr call a true peeceofGolda 
Counterfeit, thou art etfentially made,\vithoutleemingfo. 

Prince. And thou a naturall Coward, without inllinft. 

Falf. I deny your Maic/r ; if yeu will deny the Sherife, fo, if 
not, let him enter. Ifl become not a Cart as wel as anotberman, 
a plague on my bringing vp : I hope ! fliall as foone be ftrangled 
with a Halter as an other. 

prince. Goe hide thee behinde the Arras, the reft walkevpa- 
boue. Now my Mafters,for a true Face and good Confeience. 

Falf. Both which I haue had; but their date is out, aad tlier e- 
forc lie hide me. 

Prin, Call in the Sherife* 

Enter Sherife and the Carrier. 

Prin. Now rnaifter£herife,what is your v\ ill with me? 

S her. Fir ft, pardon me,my Lord. A hue and cry hath followed 
ctrtainemcn vntothis houfe. 

Prince. What men? . f 

Sher . One of them is well knowne,my gracious Lord, a grolie 

fat man. 

(far. As fat as Butter. 

Prin. The man, I do allure you is not heere, 

Fori my felfe at thistime haue employed him t ^ 



Henry the Fourth . 

And Sherife, I will ingage my word to thee, 

That I willby to morrow dinnertime, 

Send him to anfwcre thee or any man, 

For any thing ire (hall be charg’d withall. 

And fo let me intreatcyou lcaucthe houfe. 

Sher. I will my Lord, there are two Gentlemen 
Haue in this robbery loft 300. markes. 

Prince. It may be fo : if he haue rob’d thefemen, 

He fhalbe anfwerable •• and fo farewell. 
sher . Good night, my noble Lord, 

Prin. I thinke it is good morrow, is it not l 
Sher , Indeed my Lord, 1 thinke it be two a clocke. Exit. 

Prince . ThisoylyrafcallisknowneaswcllasPoules : go call 
him forth. 

Pete. Falftalffe? faftalleepe behinde the Arras, and [sorting 
likeahorfe. 

Prin. Harkehow hard he fetches breath, fearch his pockets. 

Hefearcheth his pockets, and findeth certatne papers. 

Prince . What halt thou found 
P eto. Nothing but papers, my Lord. 

Prince. Lets fee what be they ; rcade them. 

Item a Capon 
Item fawce 

Item, Sacke, two gallons. 

Item Anchoues and Sacke after S upper 
Item bread. 

O monftrous, but one halfe peniworth ofbread to this intole- 
rable deale of Sacke; what there is elfe,keepeclofe, weelereade 
it at more aduantage .-there let him deep till day5 He to the court 
in the morning, Wemuft ali to the vvarres, and thy place lhalbe 
honourable. lie procure this fat rogue a charge offoote , and I 
know his death will be a match of twcluc fcore; the money fhalf 
be payed backe againe with aduantage : be with mee betimes in 
the morning, and fo. good morrow Peto. 

Veto. Good morrow, good my Lord. Exeunt . 

Enter Hotfpur , JPorcefter, Lord Mortimer, 

Owen Glendtmer , 

Mor. Thcfepromjfes are faire, the partieslure. 

And 
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A*d our indu&ion fuliofprofperous hope* 

Hot. Lord Mortimer , and coefm glendewer,m\ you fit downej 
And vncie Worcefter-, a plague vpon it, 1 haue forgot the Map, j 

Glen. No,heere it is; lit coolin Percy , £ it good coofin Hot(j> h \ 
for by that name , as often as Lancafter doth fpeake of you , his 
checkc laokes pale, anti with a riling figh hee wiiheth you in 
Heauen. 

Hot, And you in Hell, as oft as hee hear es Own Glendovtr 
fpoke of, 

Glen. 1 cannot blame him; at my natiuitic, 

The front of Heauen was full of firie lhapes, 

Of burningCreilets: and at my birth. 

The frame and foundation of the Earth 
vShak’d likeaGowafd. 

Hot, Why lb it would hauedone atthefamefeafon, if your 
mothers Cat had but kitned, though your lelfe had neucr beene 



borne. ' 

Glen . I fay, the Earth did fliake when I was borne. 

Hot , And I fay, the Earth was not of my mindc, 

If you fuppofe,as fearing you, it Ihooke. 

Glen, The Heauens were all on fire, the Earth did tremble. 
Hot, Oh > then the Earth ihooke to fee the Heauens on fire. 
And notin feare of your Natiuitie: 

Difeafed Nature oftentimes breakes forth 
In llrange eruptions, and the teeming Earth, 

Is with a kinde of Colhcke pfncht and vext, 

By the imprifoningofvnruly VVinde 

,n irliin henvombe, which for inlargement ftriuing. 

Shakes the old Beldame Earth, and topics downe 

Steeples, and molfe-gtowRC Towers. Atyour Birth 

Oui Grandam Earth, hauing this diftemperature, 

In paffion ihooke. 

glen. Coofin, of many men 
I doe not bearethefecroffings : giue me ieaue 
To tell you once againe, that at my Birth, 

The front of Heauen was full of fierieibapes. 

The Goats ranne from the Mountaines; and the Hear s 

Were Grange 'y clamorous to the frighted fields, 
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Thefc fignes haue markt me extraordinary 
And all thecourfes of my life doe fliew, 

1 am not in the roll of common men; 

Where is the liuing, dipt in with the Sea, 

Thatchides the Banks o f England, Scetland,ani Wales, 

Which cals me pupill,or hath read to me. 

And bring him out that is but Womans fo nne. 

Can trace me in-the tedious wayesofe^frt, 
e^fnd hold me pace in deepe experiments* 

Hot. I thinkethere’s no man fpcaks better Weljb y 
He to dinner* 

Mor. Peace coofen Percy you will make him mad* 
glen. I can call Spirits from thevally deepe. 

Hot. Why.focan 1, or fo can any man; 

But will they come, when you do call for them? 

Glen, Why, I can teach thee coofen,to command theDiuel* 
Hot. An . d I can teachthee coofen to ihame the Diuell, 

By tellingtruth. T ell truth,and ihame the Diuell. 
lfthou haue power to raife him, bring him hither, 
eAnd lie be fwornc,I haue power to ihame him hentg* 

Oh while you liue,tell truth,and ihame the Diuell. 

Mor. Conae,come no more of this vnprofi table chat* 
Glen. Three times hath Henry BuHingbrooke made head 
e^gainft my power, thrice from the bankes of ffye, 

Sandy bottom’d Sene rue haue I lent him 
Booties home, and weather-beaten backe. 

Hot. Home without Boetes,and in foule weather too.* 

How fcapes he agues in the diuels name? 

(?/«*, Come, Here is theMap,fliall we diuide ourright, 
■according to our threefold order tane? 

Mor. The esArch-deacon hath deuided it 
Into threelimits,very equally.* 

England from Trent, and Setter ne hitherto, 

mi ?° U ‘ h an< * ' s to my part affignde, 

All W eltward Wales beyond th cSeuerne fhore s 
And all the fertile land within that bound 
_ Often Glendower: and deare coofej to you 
he remnant Northward, lying off from Trent} 

™‘~' 1 And 
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axfnd our indentures tripartite are drawne 
Which beingffealed interchangeably, 

(cx/bufines that this night may execute. ) 

T o morrow coofen Tercy you and 1 

*A. nd my good Lord of Worcefier will fet forth. 

To meet your father and the Scottifti power. 

As is appointed vs at Shrewsbury. 

My fath er Glendower is not ready yet. 

Nor (hall wcneed his helpethefefoureteene daies; 

Within that fpacc,you may haue drawne together 
Your tenants, friends and neighbouring Gentlemen. 

Glen. A (horter time fliall fend me to you Lords, 

And in mycondudtfhall your Ladies come, 

From whomeyou now mud fteale andtakenoleaue. 

For there will be a world ofwater (hed, 

Vponthe partingofyourwiues and you. 

Hot. Me thinks my moity North from Burton heere 
In quantity equals not oneofyours: 

See, how this riuer comes me cranking in, 

And cuts me from the beft of all my land, 

A huge halfe Moone,a monftrous fcantle out ; 
lie haue the currant in this place damnd vp. 

And here thefmug and bluer Trent fliall run. 

In a new channell, faire and euenly, 

It fliall not wind witnfucha deepc indent 
To rob me offo rich a bottome here. 

Cjien. Not wind? it fliall, it mu (l, you fee it doth. 

Mor. Yea,butmarke how he bcarcs his cour(e,& runs me 
vp,vyith like ad uantage on the otherfide,gelding the oppofed 
continent, as much,as on the ot her fide it takes from you* 

Wor. Yea,butalittlechargewilltrench him here, 

And on this Nortbfide,win this cape of land 
And then he runs ftraight and cuen. 

Hot. lie haue itfo.a littlecharge willdo it. 

Glen. Ilenothaueitaltred. 

Hot. Willnotyou? 

Glen. No, nor you flialln'ot. 

Hot, Who fliall fay me nay? 
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Glen ; Why, that will I* 

Hot, Let me not vnderftand you theB, fpeak it in Wel(b, 
Glen , I can fpeake Snglifb Lord, as well as you, 

For I was traind vp in the Englijh Court, 

Where, being but yong,I framed to the Harpe 
Many an £«£/</& ditcie,louely well. 

And gaue the tongue a helpefull ornament: 
Avertuethatwas neuerfeenein you. 

Hot. Marry,and I am glad of it with all my heart, 

] had rather be a kitten and cry mew. 

Then one of thefe fame miter ballet-mongers: 

I had rather heare a brafen canfticke turnd. 

Or a dry wheele grate on the axele-trec. 

And that would fetmy teeth nothing an edge, 

Nothing fo much as minfing Poetry ,• 

T’islike the fore t gate of a (huffling nag. 

Ghn. Comeyoufhall haue turnd. 

Hot. I doe notcare,lle giuethrice fo much land 
Toany well deferuing friend : 

But in the way of bargaine, raarke ye me.” 

He cauill on the ninth part of ahaire. 

Are the indentures drawne? fliall we begone? 

Glen. The Moone (liines faire,you may away by 
lie haft the writer, and withal!, 

Breake with your wiues,of your departure hence, 

I am afraid my daughter will run mad. 

So much (he doteth on her Mortimer , . Exit. 

■Mor. Fie, cofen Percy , how you erode my father. 

I cannot chufe,fometitneheangers me 
With telling meof the Moldwarp and the Ant, 

Orthe dreamer Merlin , and his Prophecies: 

And, ofa dragon and a finleife fifli, 

Aclip-wingd Griffin.and a moultenRauen, 
couching Lion, and a ramp; ng Cat, 

«nd(ucha deale of Skimble skamble ftuffe, 
s puts me from my faith. 1 tell you what, 

I * le { c ^ me lad night, at lea(l,nine houres, 
n r€c k°ning vp the fcuerall diuels names, 

F t Th^t 
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T hat were his Lackies : I cried hum, and well,P 0 to. 

But mnrktbimnotaword;0,heisastedious & 

Asa tyred Horfe,arayling Wife, 

VVorfe then a fmokie Houfe, 1 had rather liue 
With Cheefc and Garlikc in a Windmill farre. 

Then feed on cateLand haue him talke to me,’ 

In anySummer-hbufcin Chriftendome. 

„ Mor. In faith h'e was a worthy Gentleman, 

Exceeding well read and profited 
In ftrange concealemcnts, valiant as a Lion, 

And wondrous affable, and as hountifull 
As Mines o( India: lliall 1 tcIlyou.Coofen, 

He holds your temper in a high refped, 

And curbs himfelfe,euen of his naturall fcope. 

When you come croffehrs humor/aith he does .• 

I warrant you,tliat man is not aline. 

Might fo haue tempted him, as you haue done,. 

Without the tall ofdanger and reproofc: 

But doe not vie it oft, let me intreat you. 

Wor. In faith, my Lord, you are too wilfullblame, 

■^nd fince your comming hither,haue doneenough 
To put him quite befides his patience: 

You muft needs learne,Lord, to amend this fault. 

Though fometimes it (hew greatneffe, courage, blood. 

And thats the deareft grace it renders you : 

Yet oftentimes it doth prefent harlh rage, 

Defeft of manners, want of gouernement, 

Pride, hautinefle, opinion, and difdaine; 

Theleaft of which hauntinga Nobleman, 
jLofeth mens hearts,and leaues behind a ftaine 
Vpon the beautieofall parts befides. 

Beguiling them ofcornnvendation. 

ifitf. Well,I am fchoold,Good*manner's be your (peed 
Heere come our wiues,and let vs take our leaues. 

Enter (jlendower, with the Ladies. 
tJILor* This is the deadly Ipight that angers me, 
my Wife can fpeakc no Engli(b> I no Welfh. 

Qlctt. My Daughter weepes,fiieelenorpartwithyou^ ( 




*•> 



Henry the Fourth , 

Sheelebe a fouldier too, Iheele to the warres. 

jller Good father tell her, that (he, and my Aunt Percy? 
Shall follow in yourcondudbfpeedily. 

Glendewer {peaces to her inwelfh, andjhe anjveres 

him in the fame* 

Glen . She is defperat heere, 

Apeeuilh felfe-wil’d harlotry, one that no pcrfwalion can doe 
good vpon. 

" The Lady Jpeakes in fVelJb. 

Mor. I vnderftand thy lookes,that pretty welfli, 

Which thou powreft downe from thefefwelling heauens, 

I am too perfed in,and but for (hame 
Infuch a parley (hould I anfwerethec. 

The Lady againe in Wcljh, 
tMor* I vnderftand thy kilfes,and thou mine, 

And thatsa feeling deputation : 

Butlwillneuerbe a truant loue, 

Tilll haue learn’d thy language.for thy tongue 
Makes tVelJh as fweets as d itties highly pend. 

Sung by a faire Quecne in a Summers bowrc. 

With raui(hing diuifion to her lute. 

Glen. Nay,if thou meltjthen will fhe runne mad. 

The Lady Jpeakes againe in fVelJb. 

Mor* 0,1 am ingnorance it felfe in this. 

Glen* She bids you on the wanton rulheslay you downe 
And reft your gentle head vpon her lap, 

And (he will fmg the fong that plsafeth you, 

And on your eyelids crowne the God offleepe. 

Charming your bloud with pleafing heauineile. 

Making fuch difference betwixt wake and fleepe , 

As is the difference betwixt day and night. 

The hourebefore the heauenly harueft teeme 
Begins his golden progrdTe in theEaft. 

Mor. With all my heart lie fitand heareher fing, 

By that time will our booke I thinke be drawne. 

Do fo,andthofeMufitionsthat (hall play to you. 
Hang in the ayre a thoufand Leagues from tnence, 
And.ftraightthey (hall be here, fit and attent. 

F 3 
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Hot. Come ICatc, thou art perfed in lying downe 
TT VT T The 0>4ufckf play cs. 

A .^^KS^& eriiaod •^• 

Birlady he is a good muficioru 

Lady. Then would you be nothing but muficall 
toryou are altogether gouerned by humors: * 

Ll ^ hll / I e t ! llcf 7 an , d hearc the Lady fingin IVelJb. 

r ij>S erhea , re Lad ?> m y breech howle in lnfh. 

La. Would ft haue thy head broken. ? 

Hot. No. - 

La, rhcnbeftill. 

Hot . Neither, t ’is a womans fault. 

La. Now God helpe thee. 

Hot, To the Ti^eJJj Ladies bed. 

La. What’s that? 

Hot, Peace, (he fings. 

^ He eve the Ladyjbtgs a welflo foig. 

Hot, Come, He haue your long too. 

La, Not mine in good footh. 

Hot Not yours in good foothsHartyou fwearelikeacom: 
fitmakers wife, not you in good Tooth, & as true aslliue,and 
as God lhall mend me, and as fure as day .• 
exfnd giueft Tuch Tarcenetfurety for thy othes. 

As ifthou neuerwalkft further then Finsbury. 

Sweare me Kate, like a Ladie as thou art, 

A good mouth filling oath,and leaue infooth, 

And Tuch proteft of pepper ginger-bread. 

To veluet gards,and Sunday-Cittizens, 

Come, Ting. 

La. I will notfing, 

H°** Tis the next way to turne tayler,or be red -br eft teacher 
and tlie indentures bedrawne,jle away within thefe 2 .hours ; 
and 1 o come in when ye will. Exit. 

Glen. Come, come,Lord LKtortimerpyan are flow, 
ais Hot Lord Percy is on fire to goe. 

By 




Henry the Fourth] 

gy this our Booke is drawne,weele but feale, 
j n d then to horfe immediately. 
jlior. With all my heart. 

Enter the King,]? mice of Wales , and other. 

} {ing, Lords,giue vs leaue,the Prince of Wales ^nd I, 
Mult haue fome priuate conference, but be neere at hand, 

' for we (hall prefently haue need ofyou. Exeunt Lords* 

1 know not whether God will haue itfo, 

Forfome difpleafingferuice I haue done. 

That in his fecret doome, out of my blood, 

Hee’le breed reuengement and a fcourgefor ine: 

But thou doft in the paflfages oflife, 

Makeme beleeuc,that thou art onely mark’t 
Forthe hot vengeance, andthe rod of Heauen, 

Topunifh my miftreadings . Tell meelfe 
Could fuch inordinate and low/ defires. 

Such poore, fuch bare,fuch lewd,fuch meane attempts. 

Such barren pleafures,rudefocietie. 

As thou art matcht withall,and grafted to, 

Accompany the greatnes of thy blood, 

Jad hold theirleuell with thy Princely heart? 

Prin. SopleafeyourMaieftie,! would 1 could 
Quit all offences with as cleare excufe. 

As well as I am doubtlefte lean purge 
Myfelfe of many I am charg’d withall: 

Yet fuch extenuation let me beg, 

As in reproofe of many tales deuifde, 

Which oft the eare of greatnes needs muft hcare 
By fmilingPick-thankes,and bafe newes-mongers, 

I may for fome things true,wherein my youth 
Hath faulty wandred,and irregular. 

Find pardon on my truefubmifiion. 

King. God pardon thee, yet let me wonder Harry f 
-^tthy affeftionSjwhich doe hold awing 
Quite from the flight of all thy anceftors: 

Thy place in Counfcll thou haft rudely loft, 

Which by thy yonger Brother is fupplide; 

And art almoft an alien to the hearts 
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Of all the Court and Princes of my bloud, 

The hope and expeftaion of thy time, 

Is ruin’d, and the foulc of euery man 
Prophetically do fore-thinke thy fall; 

Had I fo lauilh of my pretence beene. 

So common hackneid in the eiesofmen, 

So ftaleand cheap to vulgar company, 

Opinion that did helpe me to the Crowne 
Had ftillkeptloyallto polfeifioiv 
And left me in reputeles bamfhment. 

A fellow ofno rnarke nor likelihood. 

By being feldomefeene, I could not llir 
But like a Comet 1 was vvondred at, 

That men would tell their Children, This is he .• 
Others would fay,where,which is 'Bultingbrook. s : 
And then 1 ftoleallcurtelie from heauen, 

And drcft ray felfe in fuch humiiitie. 

That I did pluckc allegiance from mens harts: 
Loud ilioutes and faiutations from their mouthes 
Euen in the prefence ofthe crowned King. 

Thus I did keept my perfon freih and new, 

My prefence like a robe pontificall, 
Ne’refeene,buc wondred at, and fo my ftate 
Seldome,butfumptuous,fliewedlike a lea ft 
And wan by rarenes fuch folemnity. 
Theskipping king, heambledvpand downe. 
With lhallow iefters,and ralh bauin wits, 

Soone kindled, andfoone burnt, carded his ftate. 
Mingled his royalty with Carping fooles; 

Had his great name prophaned with their fcornes, 
And gaue his countenance againft his name. 

To laugh at gybing Boy cs,and ftand the puih 
Of euery beardles vainceomparatiue 
Grew a companionto the common ftreets, 
Enforc t himfelfe to popularity, 

That being daily fwallowcd by mens eyes. 

They forfeited with hony, and began to loath 
The taft offwetnes, whereof a little, 



More 
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More then alittlc, is by much too much* 

So when he had occafion to be feene. 

He was, but as the Cuckow is in lune. 

Heard, not regarded : feenc but with fuch eyes 
As f»cke and blunted with community, 

Afford no extraordmariegaze. 

Such as is bent on fun-like Maiefty, 

When it fhines fcldomein admiring eyes. 

But rather drowzd,and hung their eye-lids doWnc 
' slept in his face, and rendred fuch afpeft 
As cloudy men vfe to doe to their aduerfaries. 
Being with his prefence, glutted, gorgde, and full. 
And in that very line, Harry ftanaeft thou, 

For, thou haft loft thy Princely priuiledge^ 
withvile participation, Not an eye 
But is aweary of thy common fight, 

Saue mine, which hath defired to fee thee moFe, 
Which now doth that I would not haue it done. 
Make blind it felfe with foolilh tenderneffe. 

7m. I (ball hereafter, my thrice graciousLord 
Be more my felfe. King * . For all the world 
As thou art to this howre, was Richardthen, 

When I from France fet foot at Rauenjprtrgh, 

And cuen as I was then, is Percy now; 

Now by my feepter and my foule to boote. 

He hath more worthy intereft to the ftate. 

Then thou, the fliadow offoccdlion, 

For of no right nor colour like to right. 

He doth fill fieldes with Harnes in the Realms, 
Turns head againft the Lyons armed Iawcs, 

And being no more indebtto yeares, then thou 
feadft ancient Lords, and reuerent Bilhops on, 

1 ob 1 oody battels, an d to brufing armes, 
Whatneuer dying honor hath he got, 

^gainft renowued ‘Dowglas? whofc high deedes, 
Whofe hot incurfions and great name ia Armes, 
Holds from all Souldiers chiefe maiority, 

A nd military title capitall, l- 
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Through all the kingdomes thatacknowledge Chriff 
Thrice hath the Hotspur Ad ays in fwathing clothes ? 
This infant warriour, in his CBtcrprifes, 1 

Difcomfited great Dwg/4.r,tanehim once, 

Enlarged him, and made a friend of him, 

Tofidche mouth of deepe defiance vp, 

Anti fluke the peace and faf tty ©four throne* 

And what fay you to this 1 'Percy Northumberland, 
The Archbifhops Grace of Yorke, Dowglaty Mortimer 
Capitulate againft vs, and are vp. 

But, wherefore do I tell thefe newes to thee l 
Why, Harry do I tell thee of my foes, 

Which art my neer’ftand deereft enemy ? 

Th at thou art like enough through vaflall feare.. 

Bafe inclination, and the ftart of fpleene. 

To fight againft me vnder Percyespay, 

T o dog his heeles, and curtfie at h is frownes, 

To Ihevv how much thou art degenerate. 

"Prim Doe not thinke fo 3 you (hall not findc it fo, 
And God forgiuethem, that fo much hauefwayde 
Your Maiefties good thoughts away from me .* 

1 will redecrtie all this on Percy es head • 

And in t he clofing of fome glorious day 
Jk bould to tell you that I am yourfonne. 

When I will wearea garment allofbloud. 

And ftaine my fauours in a bloudy roaske. 

Which walht away, fliall fcoure my fliame with it, , 
And that fhall be the day, when ere it lights 
That thisfame child ofhonour and renowne, 

This gallant Hotjpur, this all-prayfed knight, 
Andycur vnthought of Harry q[\ai\qq to meet, 

For euery honor fittingon his helme. 

Would they were multitudes, and one my head 
My fhame redoubled. For the time willcome 
That I (hall make this Northerne youth exchange 
Hisg orious deedes for my indignities, 

Percy is but my Facftor, good my Lord 

l.o engroftc my glorious deeds on my behalfe. . 
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And I will call him to fo ftrnft account. 

That he fliall render euery glory vp, , 

yea, euen the flighted worfhip of his time, 

Or I will teare the reckoning from his heart. 

This in the name of God I promife here, 

Thewhich if he bepleafd I fhall performe 
I do befeech your Maieftie may falue, 

Thelong growne woundes of ray intemperance s 
If not, the end of life cancels all bands. 

And I will die an hundred thoufands deaths. 

Ere breake thefmallcft parcellofthisvow. 

King. A hundred thoufand rebels die in this, 

Thou lhalt haue charge, and foueraine truft herein. 
How now good Blunt ! tlsy lookes arc full of fpecd. 

Enter Blunt , 

Blunt. So hath the buifines that I come to fpeake of. 
Lord CMortmer of Scotland hath fent ward, 

That Dowglas and the Englijh rebels met. 

The eleuenth ofthis moneth,at Shrewsburiee 



A mighty and a fearefull head they are, 

(If promifes be kept on euery hand) 

As euer offered foule play in a ftatc. 

Ktng. TheEarle of Wefimerknd fet fourth to day. 

With him my foone Lord Iohn of Lancafier, 

For this aduertifement is fiue dayes old, 

On wednefday nexi Harry thou fhaltfet forward s 
On T hurfday, we our felucs will march. Our meeting 
Is Bridgenorth, and Harry you lhall march 
Throug G(ocefter-fi>ire t by which account 
Ourbuifines valued fometwelue dayes hence 
Our general ! forces at Bridgenorth [ hall rneete. 

Our hands are fuil of buifines, let’s away, 

Aduantage feedes him fat, while men delay. Exeunt, 

Enter Falbla/ffeand BardoH * 

Pal. Bar dolly am I not fallen away vilely fince thislaft adicn? 
doe I not bate i doe I not dwindle i why my skin hangs about 
me like an old Lacies loofegowne, I am withered like an oide 
apple lohn. Well,ile repent,andthat fodainely, whilel am in 

G 2 * fome 



TheHiflorkof 

fomelikingjl ft all be outofheart ftortly,& then I ftallham. 
ftrengthto repent. And I haue not forgotten whattheinfiS 
a Church is made of, I am a Pepper corne, a brewers horfe I 
infidcofaChurch. Company, v lllanous company hath be ' 
thefpoyleofme, Mne 

Bar. Sir lohn, you arc fo fretfulljyou cannot liuelone 

Fa/. Why there is it; come, fing me a bawdy Song, make ms 

merry; I was as vertuouily giuen, as a Gentleman need to be e 
vertuous enough, fwore little*, dic’d not abouefeauentimesa 

weeke, went toBawdyhoufenotaboueonceinaquarterofan 

howije >, paidemoncy that I borrowed there or foure times, liued 
•well, and in good compare ; and now Iliuc out of all order, out 
of compa(Te», 

Bar, Why, you arefo fatte, Sir John, that you muftneedcsbe 
out of all compalTe: out of all reafonable compaife. Sir John. 

Fal. Doc thou amend thy face,& He amend my life ; thou art 
our Admirall,thou beareft the Lanterne in the Poope,but t’isin 
the N ofe of thee,thou art the K ingof the burning lampe. 

Bar. Why Sir John, my face does you no harme. 

Fa/. No, Hebe fworne, 1 make as good vie of it, « many* 
man doth of a Deaths head, ora memento mori. Ineuerfeethy 
face but I thinke vpon hell fire, and Dines that liued in Purple! 
for there he is in his Robes burning, burning. Ifthcuwertasy 
way giue to vertue, I would fwcare by thy face ; my oath fliould 
be,Bjt this fire, that sGods Angel: Butthou art altogether giue oucr; 
and wert indeed e, butfbrthel/ghtinthyface, theSunneofvt- 
ter darkened. When thou runftvp Gads-hill inthenight,to 
catch my Horfe, if I did not thinkethatthou hadft been an Iyfit 
fatmr , or a bal ofwild-fire there’s no purchafe in Money.O thou 
art a perpetuall Tryumph,and cuerlafting Bone-fire-light, thou 
haft faued meathoufand Markes in Linkes and Torches, walk* 
ing with thee in the night betwixt Tauerne& Taueme.-Butthe 
Saekethatthou haft drunkc me, would haue bought me lights 
as good cheapens the deareft Chandlers in Europe. I haue roain- 
fained that Salamander ©f yours, with fire, any time this two and 
shirtieyeares ; God reward me for it. 

Bar., Aloud, I would my face werein yourbelly. 

Fal, Godamcrcy,fo fhouldlbefure to be heart? bujud. 




Henry the Fourth. 

Huw now, dame Part let the Hen, haue you enquired 
vet who pickt my Pocket ? Enter hofi. 

Holt Why Sir John, what do you thinke, Sir Uhtildo you think 
1 keepetheeues in my houfe, 1 haue fearcht, I haue enquired, fo 
Lz my husband, man by man, boy by boy, feruantbyferuant .* 
the ti°ht of a hairc was neuer loft in my houfe before.' 

MYe lie Hoftefte, Bardol was ftau’d, and loft many a haire : 
and lie befworne my Pocketwas pickt : goeto, you arc a wo- 

m H^Who I. ? Idefiethee: Godslight, Iwasneuercaldfoin 
mine owne houfe before, 
fal. Goeto, I know you wellenough. 

Hof. No, Sir lohn, you doe not know me, Jar Iohn$ I know you 
S trlohn, you owe me money Sir lohn, & now you picke a quar- 
rell to beguile me of it; I bought you a dozen of Shirtcs to your 
backe. 

Fal. Doulas, filthy Doulas : I haue giuen them away to Bakers 
wiues, they haue made Boulters of them. 

tf«/Now as I am a true woman, Holland of viij.s. an ell : you 
owe money heerebefides, Sir Pehn , for yeur diet, and by drink- 
ings, andmony lent you,xxiiij. pound, 

Fal. He had his part of it, let him pay, 

Hof. He? alas he is poore, he hath nothing. 

Fal. How j poore? looke vpon his face; What call you rich? 
let them coinc hisNofc, let them coine his chcekes, lie not pay 
adenyer i what, will you make a younker of me ? ftalllnot take 
mine eafe in minelnne, but 1 ftail haue my pocket pickt ? l haue 
loft afeale Ring of my Grandfathers worth fortie maike. 

Hof. O left, 1 haue heard the Prince tell him, I know not how 
oft, that that Ring was Copper. 

Fal. How? the Prince is a Iacke, a fneak-cup ; Zbloud and bee 
were here,! would cudgel him like a Dog, if he would fay fo. 

Enter the Prince marching, and Falflaljfe meets him 
Playing onhisTrmehion like a Fife. 

Fal. How now Lad, is the wind in that dooreyfaith, 

Muft we all march ? 

Bar . Yea, two and two ; Newgate fafhion, 

Hof. My Lord, 1 pray you heare me , 
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Prin. What fai ft thou, Mifiris quickly l how dow thy husband t 
I loue him well, he is an honeft man. an ' 

Hofi, Good my Lord heare me. 

Fal. Prethee let her alone and lift to me. 

Prin, Whatfaift thou Iacke 2 

Fa/, Theother night I fell a flcepe here behind, the Arras & 
had my pocket pickt, thishoufe is tnrnde bawdy-houfc , t W 
pickepockets. ’ Ky 

c Prin. what didft thou loofe, Iacke l 
Falf, Wilt thou beleeue me,FA?/. ? three or foure bonds offor. 
ty pounds a peece, and afealeRingof my grandfathers. 

Prin, A trifle, fome eight penny matter, 

Hofi, Sol told him my Lord, and I faid, I heard yourGrace 
fayfo:^ and my Lord he fpeakesmoft vilely of you, likeafouk 
mouth’d man, as he is, andfaid, he would cudgellyou, 

Prin, What he did not ? 



Hofi, Ther’s neither faith, truth, nor womanhood in meelfe, 
Fal. There’s no more faith in thee, then a ftued Prune; nor no j 
more truth in thee, then ina drawneFox: and for Womanhood, 
Mayd-marian may be theDeputies wife ofthe ward to thee.Goe 
you thing, goe. 

Hofi, Say, what thing, what thing 2 

Fal. What thing? why, a thing tothanke God on. 

Hofi. 1 am no thing to thanke God on, I would thou fliouldft | 
know it : I am an honeft mans wife, and fetting thy Kmght-heod 
afide,thou art a knaue to call me fo. 



Fal. Setting thy Woman-hood aflde, thouartabcaft, tofay 
ctherwife. 

Hofi. Say, what beaft,thou knaue thou? 

Fal, What beaft? why anOtter. 

Prin. An Otter, Sir Iohn ? why an Otter? 

Fal. Why ? fliee’s neither fifli nor fleflij anianknowesnot 
where to haue her. 

He/?. Thou artanvniuft man infaying lb; thou, or any man 
knowes where to haue me, thou knaue tbhu. 

Prin. Thou fayft ttucHofiefie, and hee flaunders th?e moll 
groicly. 

Hofi. So hee doth you, my Lord, and faid this other day, 

7 ' You 
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You ought him a thousand pound, 

Prut, Sum, doel oweyou a thoufand pound? 

pal. A thoufand poud Hal ? a Million : thy loue is worth a 

Million; thou oweft me thy loue. 

H# Nay, my Lord, heecalledyou lacks, and faid hee would 

cudggellyou. 

pal. Did l-fBardoll? 

Tlar. indeed, SirIohn> you faid fo. 
fW.Yeajifhefaid my Ring was Copper. 
pm .\ fay tis Copper : darft thou be as good as thy word now f 
pal. Why Halt thouknowft, as thou art but a man, Idare, 
but as thou arc Trtnce, I feare thee, as I feare the roaring ofthe 
Lyons whelpe. 

Prut, And why not as the Lyon ? 

Pal. The King himfclfe, is t© be feared as the Lyon: doeft 
thou thinkc lie feare thee, as I feare thy Father ? nay, and I doe, I 
pray God ray Oirdlebreake# 

Prin. 0, if it ftiould, how would thy guts fall about thy knees 2 
But farra, there’s no reomefoi Faith, T ruth, nor Honefty,in this 
bofome of thine ; iY is all Aide vp with Guttes, and Midriffe; 
Charge an honeft woman with picking thy pocket ? Why thou 
horefon impudent imboft rafcall, if there were any thing in thy 
pocket, but tauernc reckonings, memo-random of Bawdy hou- 
les, and one poore peni worth of Sugar-candie to make thee 
long-winded ; if thy pocket were inricht with any other iniuries 
but thefe, I am a villaine ; and yet you willftandtoit, you will 
not pocket <;p wrong: art thou not afliamed 2 
2W. Doeft thou heare Halit hou knoweft in the Rate of in no- 
ccncie, Adam fell ; & what fliould poore Iacke Falfialffe do in the 
daies of villany ? thou feeft, I haue more flelh then another man, 
& therefore more frailty you conic tie then you pickt my pocket* 
’Prin. It appeares fo by the ftory, 

Fal. Hoftefie, 1 forgiue thee : goe make ready breakfau , Jouc 
thy Husband, looke to thy Seruants,chcri(h thy Gheftes, thou 
ftialt find me trattable to any honeft realon : thou feeft lam 
pacified ftill ; nay, 1 prethee be gone. Sxit Ho fie fit. 

Now Hal, to the newes at Court for the robbery, lad i how is 
that anfwered f 
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< Pri* O my Tweet beefe,l muft dill be good Angelico thee 4 
niony is paid backe againe. 5 ° ° tfiee > th « 

Ful. O, I doe riot like that paying backe, tis a double labour 

iTvf a , m 8 ° od fr,ends wlth m y * athcr > a °d may do any thine' 

Fal. Rob me the Exchequer thefirft thing thou doeftfand J,’ 
it with vnwaiht hands too. dd ® 

Do my Lord. 

Prin. i haae Procured thee I*ck. a charge of foot. 

Fal. I would it hadbeene ofhorfe. Where (hall I find one that 
can deale well ? G for afinetheefe of the ageofxxii.or there a- 
bout; lam hainoufly vnprouided. Well, God bee thanked for 
thefe rebels, they offend none but thevertuous, I laud them, 1 
prayfc them. Prince, Bar doll. Bar. M y Lord. 

Prtn. Goe beare this letter to Lord lohn ofLancajter , 

To my brother lohn : this to my Lord of Weftmtrlandt* 

Go, Pete, to horfefor thou and I 

Hauc thirty miles yet to ride ere dinner time: 

Iacke meete me to morrow in the T emplehall. 

At two a clockein the afternoone, 

There (halt thou know thy charge, and their receiu* 

Mony and order for their furniture. 

1 he land is burning, Percy ftands on high. 

And eithertheyorwe mud lower lie. 

Fal, Rare words J braue world, Hofles, my breakefaftcome, 
Oh, I could wifh this Tauerne were my drum. Excm, 

Enter Hotfpur , fParcefterand Doveglas. 

Hot, Well (aid, my noble Scot } if fpeaking truth 
In this fine age were not through flattery. 

Such attribution (hould the Dcwglae haue, 

As not a Souldierof thisfealbns ftampe. 

Should go fo gen erall curran t through the world : 

By God i cannot flatter, I defie 

The tongues of Toothers, but a brauer place 

In my hearts loue hath no man then your felfe. 

Naytaske me to my word,approueme Lord. 

Dow. T hou art the king of honour. 

No man fo potent ibreathes vpon the ground, 

But I will beard him. Enter one with letters. 

“ * 



Benri'e the Fourth, 

Hot, Do fo, and tis well; what letters haue you there,! can 

butthankeyou. 

Me if. Thefe letters come from your father. 

Hot. Letters from him ? why comes he not hinuelfc 
Mof He cannot come, my Lord, he is grieuou* fickci 
Hot , Zounds, how haz he the leifure to be fickc 

lnfuchaiufllingtimc. ? wholeades hispower? * 

Vnder whofc gouernement come they along t 
Mef His letters bcares his mind, not I his mind. 
fPor. Iprethee tell me, doth he keepe his bed ? 

Mefi He did, my Lord, foure dayes ere 1 fet forth, 

And at the time of my departure thence, 

Hewasmuchfeard by his Phifition. 

Wor. I would the ftate of time had fir ft bin whole. 

Eteheby ficknelTe had bin vifited ; 

His health was ncuer better worth then now. 

Hot . Sickc now, droope how, this fickncffe doth infe& 
Thevery life-bloudof our entcrprife, 

T is catching hither, eucn to our campe : 

He writes me here, that inward ficknelfe. 

And that his friends by deputation 
Could not fo foone be drawne, nor did he thinkc it meetc. 

To lay fo dangerous and dearc a truft 
On any foule remou’d, but on his owne, 

Yetdoth he giuevs bold aduertifement, 

That with our fmall coniunftion, we fhould on, 
Tofechowfortuneisdifpos’dtovs s 
For, as he writes, there is no quailing now, 

Becaufe the King is ccrtainely polled 
Ofallour purpofes : what fay you to it ? 

Wor. Yourfathers (icknefTe is a maime to vs. 

Hot. A perilous gafh,avery limmeloptoff, 

And yet, in faith, it is not his prefent want 
Seemes more then we fhallfind it. Were it good. 

To fet the exadt wealth of all our dates, 

All at one cad / to fetfo rich a maine, 

On the nicehazzard of one doubtfullhoure, 

« were not good, for therein fhould we read 
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The very bottomeand thefouleofHope, 

The very lift, the very vtrnoft bound 
Of all our Fortunes, 

Dowg, Fay th, and fo we (liould, 

Where now rernaincs a fvveete reuerfton . 

Wc may boldly fpend vpon the hope of what t’is to come in, 
A comfort of rstirement lines in this.. 

Hot. A randeuous, a home to fly vnto, 

Ifthat the Diuell and Mifchance looke big 
Vpon the maydenhead ofour affaires. 

War. But yet I would your Father had been heere ; 

The qualitie and heire ofour attempt 
Brookes no diuifien, it will be thought 
By fqme, that know not why he is away. 

That wifedome, loyalty, and mcere diilike 
Of our proceedings, kept the Earle from hence. 
Andthinke,how fuch an apprehenfion 
May turne the tide offearefull faction*, 

And breed a kind of queftion in ourcaufe: 

For, well you know, wcof the oftringfide, 

Muft kcepealoofefrom ftri&arbiterment. 

And ftop all fight-holes , euery loope,from whence 
The eye of reaion may prie in vpon vs : 

This abfence of your Father drawes a curtaine. 

That fliewes the ignorant, a kind offeare 
Before not dreamt of. 

Hot , You ftraine too farra. 

I rather of his abfence make this vfe, 

It lendsaluftreand niore great opinion* 

Alarger dare to your greate enterprizc. 

Then if the Earle were hecre ; for men muft thinke, 

If we without his hdpe,can make a head 
Topufn againftthe Kingdome, with his helpe. 

We fliall, or turne it topiie turuy downe : 

Yet all goes well, yet all oar toy nts are whole. 

Hoyog. Asheart can thinke, ibere is rot fuch a word 
Spoke, ofin Scotland,} as thisdeame offeare. 

Enter Sir Rich, Vernon. . 



Hti 



Henry the Fourth, 

Hot. My coofen Vernon, welcome by my foule. 

Ver. Pray God my newes be worth a welcome. Lord. 

The Earle of Wefimerland, feaucm thoufand ftrong, 

Is marching hitherwards, with Prince John. 

Hot. No harme, what more ? 

Ver. And further, Ihaue learnd, 

The K ing himfclfein perfon hath fet forth. 

Or hitherwards intended fpeedily. 

With ftrongand mighty preparation. 

Hot. He fhall be welcome too Where is his Sonne, 

The nimble-footed madcap, Prince of Wales, 

And his Cumrades, that daft the world afide. 

And bid it patfe? 

per. All furniflit ? all in Armes? 

All plumpe like Eltriges, that with the winde 
Bayted like Eagles, hauing lately bath'd, 

Gattrihg in golden Coates like Images,, 

As full offpiritasthemonethofMay, 

And gorgious as the Sunne at Midlomer 5 
Wanton as youthfull Goates,wild as youngBuk s 
I faw young Harry with his Beuer on, 

His Cullies on his thighes, gaha itly arrnde, 

Rifefrom the groundlike leathered <J\tercttrj f 
And vaulted with fuch eate into hisfeate. 

As if an Angell dropt downe from the Cloudes, 

To turn and winde a fi ery Pega/tts, 

And witch the world with noble Horfe-manfltip. 

Hot. No more, no more, worle then the -Sunne in March. 

Tins pray fc loch nourirti Agues; lctthemcome, 

They come like Sacrifices in their trim. 

And to thefire-eyde mavde offmokiewarrc. 

All hot and bleeding, will we offer them; 

Thentayled Adars (h&llxm his Al.ar fit 
Vptotheearesinbloud. I am on fire . 

To heare this rich renizall is fo nigh; 

And yet not ours. C<».ne,'Iec me take 
Wt-.o is to bear; meuke a thunder-boul;, 

Againftthebofome oi the Pri-ce of Wales, 

Ha Frtrf 
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Harry to Harry, (hall not Horfe to Horfe 
Meete,and ne re part, till one drop downc a coarfe : 

Ohj that (j/fWwfrwerecomc, 

Ver. There is more newes, 

I learned in Worcefter, as I rode along, 

He cannot draw his power this fourteene dayes, 
PrfBg.ThatstheworfttydingSjthatl heareofyer. 

Wer. 1 by my fayth that beares a frofty found. 

Hot. What may the Kings-whole battell reach vntof 
Ver. To thirtie thoufand. 

Hot. Fortie let it be. 

My Father and GlenAoner being both away. 

The powers of vs, may ferue fo great a day. 

Come,letvs takeaMufterfpeedily, 

Doomes day is necrc, die all, die merrily# 

Dar»g Talke not of dying, I am out of feare 
Of death or deaths hand, for this one halfe yeare. Exeunt, 

Enter Falftalffe and Bar do/. 

.Eat. Bardol , getthee before to Couentry , fill mee a bottle of 
Sacke,our Souldiers (hall march through ; Week toSmon-coy- 
billt o night. 

Tar. Will you giue me money Captaine i 
Falf. Lay out, lay out. 

Bar. This bottle makes an Angell. 

~ Faif, And it doe take it for thy labour, and if it make twenric, 
take them all, I’le anfwerethe coynage 5 bid my Lieutenant Pete 
meet meat Townes end. 

Bar. I w ill Captaine ; farewell# Exit. 

FalJ. If I be afhamed of my Souldiers, I am a fowft Gurnet ; I 
haue mifufed theKings prelTc damnably, I hauegot in exchange 
of 1 jo. Souldiers, 300, and oddc pounds. I prelfc me none but 
good Haufholders, Yeomens fonnes,inquircme out contrafted 
Batchelers,fuch as had ben askttwice on the Banes;fuch acorn- 
moditie of warme flaues , as had as leiue heare the Diuellasa 
Drumme , fuch as feare the report of a Caliuer, woi fe then a 
ftrook-foole, ora hurt Wild-duckc': 1 preft me none but fuch 

Tofts and butter, with hearts in their bellies no bigger then Pins 
Pleads, and they haue bought out their feruices; and now, my 
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whole charge confides of Ancients, Corporals, Lieutenants, 
Gentlemen of Companies, Slaues as ragged as Z^minthc 
oaintedCloath where theGluttoits Dogs licked his Sores and 
fuch as tudeed were ncuer Souldiers, but difearded vniuft Ser- 
uin£tncn,yongcr Sonnes to yonger Brothers,reuolted Tapftcrs 
aud^Oftlers tradc-falne, the Cankers ofa calme world, and long 
peace, times more dilbouourablc ragged, then an old fac'd An- 
cient and fuch haue 1 to fill vp the roomes of them as haue 
bought out their feruices, that you would thinke, thatl had a 
hundred and fiftie tottered Prodigals, lately come from Swine- 
keepin°, from eating draffe and huskes. a mad fellow met mee 
on the way, and touldmee I had vnloadcd all thegibbetts , and 
preft the dead bodies. No eye hath feene fuch Skar-crowcs. 
lie not march through Couentry with them, that’s flat: nay, and 
the villames march wide betweenethp legs, as if they had Gyues 
on, for indeed, I had the moll of them out of Prifon; there’s not 
a Shirt and a halfe in all my company, and the halfe fliirt is twoo 
Napkins tackt togeather, and throwne ouer the (boulders like a 
Hraralds coate without fleeues ; and the Shirt to fay the truth, 
ftolocrromoiine fioft ofS. <±Albones, or the red-nofe Inkeeper 
oiDamtry: but that’s all one, they 'ie finde Linnen enough on e- 
ucr/Hedge. 

Enter the Prince, and the Lord offVeJlnt'rland. 

Prin. Hownow blownelacke? how now Quilt? 

Pal, What Hal? How now madd wag, what a diuell doft thou 
in tVarrvick^Jbirei My good L. of WcFimer land, 1 cry you mercy, I 
thought your honour had already bin at Shrewsbury, 

Weft. Fayth, Sir John, t’is more then time, that I were there, 
andyou too; but my powers are there already .* the King lean 
tell you, loo ices for vs all ; we mull away all night. 

Ed. Tut, neuer feare tell me, I am as v igiiant as a Cat, to fteale 
Creame, 

Prin. I thinke to fteale Creame indeed, for thy theft hath al- 
ready made thee butter hut tell me, laeke. whofe fellows* ate 
tbefe that come after? 

Fd. Mine Hal, mine. 

Prin. I did neuerTee fuch pitiifull rafeals. 

Pal, Tut, tut, good enough to to ife, feed for powder, foot 

H 2 
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for powder, theyle fill a pit as well as better ; tufh man , momu 
men,morta!lmcn. 1811 

Wcfrily but f Sir John, mec-thinkes they are exceeding poorc 
and bare, too beggarly* • _ 

FaI, Faith, for their pouerty, I know not where they had that. 
And for their bareness am lure they ncueriearntthat of me, 
Prtn.No ile be fworne,vnlelfc you call three fingers on theribs 
bare: but firra, make haft, Percy is already in thefield. Exit, 
FaI. What istheKing incamp’d? 

Wefi. Fie is Sir Pehn, I feare we fhall ftay too long. 

FaI. Wpilj to the iatter end of a Fray, and the beginning of a 
Feaft,fitsa dull fighter, and a kecne gueft, Exeunt 

Fitter Hot [pur , Wcreefter, Dowglasy and Vernon. 

Her. Week fight with him to night, 
tv or. It -may not be. 

Dow. You giue him then aduantage* 

Ver. Not a whit. 

' Hot . Why fay you Co l lookes he not for fupply ? 

Ver. So doe wee. 

Hot. His is certainc, ours is dubtfull. 
tVcr.G ood coofen be aduifue, ftir not to night. 

Ver . Do nor, my Lord. 

Dow. You doe not counfell well: 

Then fpeake it out of feare, and cold heart. 

Ver. Do not (launder, Dowlas, by my life. 

And I dare well maintains it with my life 5 
If well, refpedled honor bid me on, 

I hold aslittlecounfell with weake feare, 

As you my Lord, or any ievtf that thisdayliues : 

Let it be feene to morrow in the battell, which of vs fearest 
Dow. Yea, orto night. Ver. Content. 

Hot. To night fay. I. 

. Ver. Come, come, it may not be. 

I wonder much being men of fuch grea f leading^ you are, 

T hat you fcrefec not what impediments 

Dragbackeour expedition : Certain eHorfe 

Ot my coofen Vernons arc not yet come vp> ■ 



Your Vncle 0 oreefiers Horfe came but today. 

And now their pride and mettall is afieepe. 

Their courage with hard labour tame and dull, 

That not a Horfe ishalf’e the halfe of himfelfe. 

Hot, So are the Horfes of the Encmie, 

In generall iourney bated and brought low: 

The better part of ours arc full of reft. , 

W or. The number of the King exceedcth ours : 
for Gods fake, Coofen, flay tillall come in. 

The Trumpet founds a parley. Enter Sir Walter Blunt . 
Blunt. I come with gracious offer from the King, 

If you vouchfafe me hearing and rdpedh 
liot. Welcome, fir Walter Blunt : and would to God 
You were ofour determination; 

Some ofvsloue you well,and euen thofefome 
Enuiey our great deferuinges and good name, 
Becaufeyoh are not ofour quality. 

But Hand agrfinft vs like an Enemie. 

Blunt. And God defend, but ftill I fhould ftand Co, 
So long as out of limit and true rule, 

You ftand againftannoynted Maiefty: 

But to my charge. The King hath fent to know 
The nature of your griefes, and whereupon 
You coniure from the breaft of ciuill Peace, 

Such bold Hoftility, teaching his dutious Land 
Audaciouscruelty. Ifthatthc King 
Haueany way your good defertes forgot. 

Which he confelTeth to be manifold, 

Hs bids you name your griefes, and with all Cpeed , 
x 011 lliall liaue your defires with intereft, 

And pardon abfolute for your felfc,and thefe. 

Herein nnf-led by your f'uggeftion. 

Hot, The King is kind ; and well weeknow, the King 
linowes at what time to promife, when to pay f 
My Father, my Vncle, and my felfe, 
id giue him that fame royalty hew cares. 

And when he was not fixe and twenty ftrong, 
oickein the worldes regard, wretched, and low, • 

' 
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A poore vnmindcd outlaw fneaking home. 

My Father gaue him welcome to the fhore ; 

And when he heard him fweare and vow to God, 
Hecarne but to the Duke of Lancajler , 

To fue his liuery and beg his peace, 

With teares of innoccncy, and tcrrnes of zcale : 
My Father in kind heart and pitty mou'd 
Swore him affiftance and perform'd ittoo. 

Now, when the Lords and Barrons of the Realmc, 
Perceiu’d Northumberland did leane to him, 

The more and leftecame in with capandknec, 
Met him in Boroughs, Cities, Villages, 

Attend him on bridges, ftoode in lanes, 

Laide gifts before him, proffer’d him their othcs, 
Gaue him their heires, as pages followed him, 
Euen at theheeles, in golden multitudes, 

He prefen tly as greatneiTe knowes it felfe. 

Steps mea little higherthen his vow 
Made to my father, while his blood was poorc, 
Vpon the naked fhore at Rauenfpurgh 
And now forfooth takes on him to reforme 
Somecertaine edi&s, and feme llraight decrees 
Thatlay too hcauie on thecommon wealth, 

Cries out vpon abufes,feemesto weepe 
Ouer his Countries wrongs, and by this face. 
This feeming browof Juftice, did he winne 
The hearts of all that he did angle for ? 

Proceeded further, cut me oft the heads 
Of all the labourites tfvattheabfent King 
In depuration left behind him here. 

When he was perfonall in the Irtfh warre. 

Blunt. T ut, I came net to heare this. 

Hot , Then tothe poynt. 

In fhort timeaftcr, he depos’d theKing, 

Soone after that, depriu’d him ofhis life, 

And in the neckecf that, task’t the whole ftate: 
T© make that worfe,fuftred his kinfman March, 
Who is, if euery owner were plac'd, 
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Indeed his King, to be ingag’d in Wales, 

There without ranfome to lie forfeited, 

Difgrac’d me in my happy victories, 
bought to intrap me by intelligence, 

Rated my Vncle from the Counfcll boord. 

In rage difmifde my Facherfrom the Court, 

Broke oth on oth, committed wrong on wrong, 

And in conclufion, droue vs to feeke out 
This head of fafetic, and withall to prie 
Into his title, the which we finde 
Too indireft for long continuance. 

Blunt, Shall I retume this anfwer to the King l 
Hot. Not fo, Sir Walter, Wecle withdraw a while .* 
Goe to the King, andier there be impaund 
Somefaretieforafafe retume againe, 

And in die morning early /ball my Vncle 
Bringhim our purpofc, and fo fare well. 

Blmt. I would you would accept of grace and loue. 
Hot. And may be, fo we fliall. 

Blunt. Pray God you doe. 

Enter Archbifbop of Torke, andjtr Mtchefl, 

Arch, Hie, good Sir Aiichell beare this fealed Briefc 
With winged haft to the Lord CSlarJlall, 

This to my coofen Scroope , and all the reft 
Toivhomethey are directed. Ifyou knew 
How much they doe import, you would make haft. 

Str Mi, My good Lord, I geftetheir tenor. 

Arch. Like enough you doe, 

Tomorrow, good Sir Michell, is a day 
Wherein, the fortune often thoufand men 
Muft bide the touch : For Sir at Shrewsbury 

t! tr trU '^ 8‘ ucn to vndcrftand, 
he King with mighty and quick ray fed power, 

Meets with Lord Harry. ; and 1 fcare Sir Michel^ 

V,, at with the fickneife of Northumberland, 
hofe power was in the fir ft proportion ; 

And what Owen GWwmabfence thence, 

Who withthena was rated firmely too. 
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And comes not in, oucr-rulde by Prophecies, 

I feare the power of Percy is too weake, 

To wage an inftant tvyasl with the King, 

SirM. Why,my good Lord, you need not feare. 

There is Douglas, and Lord Mortimer , 

Arch. No,Monimer is not there. 

Sir M. But there is Mordake, Vernon, I Harry Percy, 

And there is my Lord of Worcefter, and a head 
Ofgallant warriours, noble Gen tlemen. 

*Arch. A ndTo there is, but yet the King hath drawne 
The fpeciall head of all the land together. 

The Prince of Wales, Lord John of Lane after. 

The nobl tWeftmerland, and warlike Blunt - 
And tiiar.y rao Coriuales-and dearemen 
Of eftimarion, and command in armes. 

Sir M. Doubt not my Lord, he fhalbe well oppos’d, 
Arch. I hope no lette; yet, need full t’js to feare, 

And to preuent the worft, Sir Mtchell, fpeed : 

For if Lord Percy thriue not ere the King 
Diftnilfe his power, he meanes to vifit vs, 

For he hath heard ofour confederacy; 

And t is but wifedome to make ftrong againft him : 
Therefore make hafte, I muff goe write againe 
To other friends, and fo farewell, dVr Michell , Exeunt* 
Enter the King, Prince of Wales, Lord lohn of Lane after. Earle 
of Weft mer land, ftr Walter Blunt, andFalftalffe. 

King. How bloodily the Sunne begins to peere, 
Aboueyon buskie hill, the day lookes pale 
At his diftemperature. 

Prtnee, TheSoutherne winde 
Doth play the trumpet to his purpofes. 

And by hollow whittling in the leaues, 

Foretels atempeft and a bluftering day. 

King. Then with the loferslet itttmpathizc. 

For nothing canfeetnefoule to thofe thatwinne, 
TheTrumpet founds* EnterWcrcefter. 

King. How now my Lord of Worcefter? t is not welli 
ou and J ttiould meet vpon fuch tearmes, 




Henry the Fourth. 

Asnowwc tneete. Youhauedeceiudeourtrutt, 

And made vs doffe our eafie Robes of Peace, 

Tocrufli our old vneafielimsin vngentlg^rfcele : 

This is not well, my Lord,this is not well! 

What fay you to it? will you againe vnknit 
This churlifh knot of all abhorred warre? 

And moue in that obedient orbe againe, X 

Where you did giue a faire and naturall light, 

\ And be no morean exhal’d Meteor, 

1 A prodigie of feare, and a portent 

Ofbrochcd mifehiefe to the vnbornetimes t 
Wor. Hearemee, my Liege: 
i For mine ownc part, I could be well content 
| To entertaine the lag-end of my life 
With quiet hourcs : For I proteft, 

1 haue not fought the day of this diflike. 

King. You haue not fought it; how comes it then? 

Fa If. Rebellion lay in his way,and he found it. 

‘Prince. Peace, Chewet peace. 

Wor. It pleafdeyour Maiefty to fume your lookes 
Offauour, from my felfe, and allourHoufe j 
Andyct J mutt remember you my Lord.- 
IVe were the flrft anddeareft ofyour friends, 

For you, my Staffe of office did I break e, 

I n Richards t i m e, a n d potted day and night, 

Tomeeteyou on the way,and kilfeyour hand, 

Whenyetyou wereinplace, and in account 
Nothing fo ftrong and fortunate as 1 3 
It was my felfe, my Brother,and his Sonne, 

That brought you home, and boldly did out-date 
The danger ofthe time. You fwore to vs, 

And you did fweare that Oath at Dancafter, 

That you did nothing of purpofe gainft the ttate. 

Nor claims no further, then your newfalne right, 

The feate of Gant, Dukedome of Lane after. 

To this, we fweare ourayde : but in fhortfpace 
It raind downe Fortune fhowring on your head, 

"Jid fuch a floud of Greatnelfe fell on you. 

I 2 What 



As 



william shakespeare Henry IV. Part i (stc 22285) London, 1622 the British library (C.i2.g.2i) Octavo 








TheHiUorieof 




What with our feeJpe, what with the abfent King, 
What with the iniur ies of wanton time, 
Thefcemingfufferances that you had borne. 

And thccontiarious wir.des that heidetheKing 
$o long in the vnluckic l&fb W arres, 

Thatall in 'England did repute him dead t, 

And from his lwarme of fake aduantages, 

You tookeoccaiion to be quickly wooed, 

To gripe the ger.erailiway into your hand, 

Forgot your oath to vs at Doncafter ; 

And being fed by vs, you vs’de vs fo, 

As that vngentle gull the Cuckowes bird, 

Vfeth the Sparrow, did oppreileour nett. 

Grew by our feeding, to 1b great a bulke, 

That euen our loue aurft nor come neare your fight: 
Fox feareof fwallowing: but with nimble wing 
We w et einforfi for fafety fake, to flie 
Out ofyour fight, and raife this preient head. 
Whereby we Itand oppofed by fuch meanes 
As you yourfelfe haue forg’d againft your felfe. 

By vnkind vfage, dangerous countenance. 

And violation of allfaith and troth 
Swore fo vs in your younger enterprife. 

King. Thefe things indeede, you haue articulate,, 
Prociay med at Mai ket cr< lies, read in Churches, 
To face the garment of Rebellion, 

With' lome fine colour that may pleafe the eye 
Of fickle changelings, and poore difcontents. 
Which gape, and ru b the Elbow at the newes 
OfhurlybuiJy innouocation .• 

And neuer yet did infurreCtion want 
Such water colours, to impaint his cau/e ; 
Normuddy Beggars, flat uing for a time, 
Ofpd-niell hauocke and confulion. 

Pm, In both your Armes, there is many a fouls 
Sail pay fulidcardy forthis encounter. 

3fr nee they ioyncin tryall, tell your Nephew, 

The P, ince of Wales doth loy ne with all the world 



In 



Henry the Fourth, 

Jn praife of Henry Percy : by my hopes 
This prefent enterprife fetof his head, 

I doe not thinkea bfauer Gentleman, 

More adiue, more valiant, or more valiant yong, 

JVlore daring, or more bould, is now aliue. 

To grace this latter age with noble deeds .* 

For my part, I may fpeakeit to ray fhame, 

I haue a trewant been to Chiualrie, . 

Andfolhearche doth account me too; 

Yet this before my Fathers Maieftie, 

I am content that he fhall take the ods 
Of his great name and eiljmation, 

And will to faue the blond on either fled. 

Try fortune with him in afinglefight. 

King. And , Prwce of W deSjio dare we venture thee. 

Albeit, confideratioris infinite 

Doe make againft it : No good Worcester, nc, 

Weeloue our people well; euen rhofe we loue 
That are milled vpon your Coofens Part 
And will they takethe offer of our Grate* 

Both hee, and they, and you yea eueryman. 

Shall bee my griend againe, and lie be his. 

So teJl your Ccofenfand bring me word, . 

What he will doe. But if he will not yeelds 
Rebuke and dread correction waite on v s. 

And they fhall doe their office.So be gone. 

We will not now bee troubled with reply, 

We offer faire, take it aduilediy. ExiifVorcefier? 

Prin. It will not be accepted on my life. 

The and the Hotfpny both together, 

Areconfidentagainfl: the world in armes. 

King. Hence therefore, cuery Leader to his charge, 

For on their anfweie will we fet on them; - 
And God befriendvs, as our caufe is Exeum. mtwm-i 

Fel. Hal , ifthou fee me downein the Battle Pn»,FeU, 

And beftride me fo,tis a point of friend fii.p, 

Fnn. Nothing but a (f^/wcan doe thee that friendfhip, 
^y«hy prayers, and farewell. 

I ? 



m\ 



m 
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Half. I would it were bed time Hal, and all well. 

Prin. Why? thou owed God a death. 

Half, T’isnotdueyet, Iwouldbelothtopay»him before his 
day: what need Ibefo forward with him that calls not onmeej 
Welljt’is no matter. Honour pricks me on : yea but how if Ho- 
nour prick me off when 1 come on? how then can Honourfet to 
aleg?no,or an arme? no,or take away the griefe of a wound?no, 
Honour hath no skill in Surgerie then, no: What is Honour? a 
Word : What is that word Honour? Aire tatrimme reckoning. 
Whohathit? hethatdieda Wednefday? Doth he feelcit? no: 
doth he heare it? no : t’is infenfible thcn?yea,to the dead.-butwill 
itnotliue with the liuing? no •• .why? detraction will notfuffer 
it, therefore He none of it; Honour is a meere Skutchion ; and 
fo ends my Catechifme, Exit. 

Enter Worcefter , and fir 'Richard Vernon. 

If- or, O no, my Nephew muff not know, Sir Richard , 

The liberal! kind offer of the King. 

Ver , T’werebefthedid. 

Wot, Then arcweallvndone, 
it is notpoflible, it cannot be. 

The K ing would keepe his word in louing vs, 

He willfufpe&vs ftill, and find atime. 

To ponifii this offence in others faults ; 

Suppofition, allourliuesjihallbe ftuckefullof eyes, 

For X reafon is but truftedlike theFoxe, 

Who neuerfo tame, ibcheriiht,andlocktvp. 

Will haue a wilde trickeofhis ancelters : 
lookc how he can, or fad or merrily: 

Interpretation willmifquotc ourlookes. 

And we fhallfeed like Oxen ata ftall, 

The better cheriilit, ftill the nearer death. 

My Nephews trelpaffe may be wellforgot. 

It hath the excufe of youth, and heate of blood. 

And an adopted nameofPriuiledge, 

A haire-braind Hotjpur, gouerned by afpleene. 

All his offencesliue vpon my head, 

And en his Fathers. We did traine him on, 

We 



Andhis corruption being tane from vs.; 
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We as the fpring of all, fliallpay for all : 

Therefore good Coofcn, let not Harry know 

In any cafe, the offer of the King. Enter Hotjpur . 

Ver. Ddiuer what you wil,Ile lay tis fo.Here comes your Coo 



Exit D mg. 



Plot. My vnclc is returnd, 

Deliuer vp my Lord of Wcftmerland; 

Vncle,what newes ? 

Wor. The King will bid you Battell prefently. 

Dow. Dsfiehimby the Lord ofWeftmeiland 
Hot. ’LoidDowglas, go you and tell him lo. 

Dow ♦ Mary and lhall,and very willingly. 

Wor, There is no feeming mercy in the King. 

Hot. Did you beg any? God forbid. 

Wer. I told him gently ofyourgrieuances, 

Of his Oath-breaking : which he mended thus, 

By now forfwearing that he is forfworne, 

He calls vs Rebels, Tray tors, and will Icourge 
With haughty armes , this hatefull name in vs, 

Dew. Arme Gentlemen, to armes, for I haue throvvne 
A braueDefiancein King Henries teeth ; 

And Weftmerland that was ingag’ddid beareit. 

Which cannotchufe but bring him quickly on. 

Wor, The Prince of Wales ftept forth before the King, . 
And Nephew, challeng’d you to finglefight. 

Hot, O, would the quarrell lay vpon our heads. 

And that no man might draw ihort breath to day. 

Bull and Harry UWonmottth : tell me, tell me. 

How (hewd his talking !■ Teem'd it in contempt ? 

n ft ^ I neuer in my life 

Hid heare a Challenge vrg’d more mode Illy, 

Vnleffe a Brother fliould a Brother dare 
i o gentle exercife and proofe of armes. 

He gaue you all the duties of a man, 
frimd vp your praifes with a princely tongue, 
jpokeyour deferuings like a Chronicle, 
taking you euer betterthen his praife, 

»y It ill difpraifing prayfe, valued with you ; 

And which became him like a Prince indeed, , 



(fen. 



Enter Dow, 



He 
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He made a blufhing citali of himfelfe. 

And chid his trewant youth with fuch a grace, 

As ifhemaftred there a doule fpmt 
Of teaching, and oflearning mftantly : 

There did he panic, but let me tell the world, 
Ifheout-liuethceiuiie ofthisday, 

England did neuer owe fo fweete a hope. 

So much mifeonftred in his vvantonnetre. 

Hot, Coofen, I thinke thou art enamored 
On his follies : neuer did I heare 
Of any Prince fo Wild at liberty : 

But be he as he will, yet once er# night, 

I will imb'racc him with a Souldiers arme, 

That hefnalllhrinkevndermycoHrtelie - 

Armc, arme with fpeede, and feliowes Souldiersfjriends, 

Better conlider what you haue to doe, 

T hat I that haue not well the gift of tongue. 

Can lift your bloud vp with perfwafion. Enter et MefftHger, 

M eff. My Lord, here are Letters for you* 

Hot . I cannot reade them now, 

O, Gentlemen the time of life is fliort, 

T o fpend that ftiortneftc bafely,were too long s 
If life did ride vpon aDials poynr, 

Still ending at the arriuall of an hower. 

And if he liue, we liue to tread on Kings, 

If die, brauc death, when Princes die with vs, 

Now for our Confidences, thearmes isfaire. 

When the intent for bearing them is iuft, Enter another* 

Meff My Lord, prepare, the Atagcomes on a pace. 

Hot . i thanke him, that he cuts me from my tale .* 

For I profefte not talking, onely this. 

Let each man doe his beft ; and heare draw I a Sword, 

Whole temper I intend to flaine 

With the beft blood thathlcan meet withall. 

In the aduenture ofthis perillous day. 

Now efperance Percy, and fet on, 

Sound ail the loftie inftruments ofwarre. 

And by that jnuficke, let vs all iiubrace, 

For 
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For heauen to earth, fomeofvs neuer fliall 
A fecond time doe fuch a curt die. 

Heere they embrace , the Trumpets found, the King enters with ms 
power. .alar me to the Battell : then enter Dowglas, and fir Walter 

Blunt, What is thy name that in Battel thus thou crofted me? 
What honour doft thou feeke vpon my head ? 

Dow. Know then my name is Dowglas, 

And I doe haunt thee in the battell thus, 
gecaufefome tell me, that thou art a King* 

Blunt. They tell thee true. 

Dow. The Lord of Stafford deare to day hath bought 
Thylikenefte, forin fteau ofthee^KingH/wry 
This Sword hath ended him, To fliall it thee, 

Vnlcftcthou yeeld thee as a prifoner. 

Blunt. I was not borne toyceld, thou proud Scot, 

And thou flialt find a King that will rcuenge 
Lord Staffords death. 

They fight, Dowglas kilsBlmt, then enters Hotffur. 

Hot.O Dowglas, hzdii thou fought at Holmedon thus, 

I neuer had triumpht ouer a Scot* 

Tow. Als done, ais won, heere breathlefte lies the King. 

Hot. Where? Dow. Heere. 

Hot, This Dowglas? No, I know this face full well, 

A gallant Knight he was, his name was Blun{ j 
Setnblably furnifhtlike the King himfelfe. 

Dow. Ah foole, go with thy foule whither it goes, 

A borrowed title haft thou bought too deare. 

Why didft thou tell me, that thou wert aKing ? 

Hot. The King hath many marching in his Coates. 

Dow, Now by my Sword, I will kill all his Coates, 
lleaiurderallhis Wardrope piece by piece, 

Vntilll mecttheKing. Hot. Vp and away. 

Our Souldiers ftand fullfairely for the day, 

*s4larme, enter Falfialffe [oltss. 

Falf. Though I could fcape fliot-free at London, I fcare the 
Ihot heere, heere’s rao fcoring but vpon the pate. Soft, who are 
you? Sir Walter Blunt, there’s honour for you, heere’s no vanitie. 
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I am as hot as molten Lead, and as heauie too .• God keep r 
out of me, I need no more weight then mine ownebowels-I h 
led my rag of Muffians where they are peperd j theres not th^' 
ofmy 1 50. left aliue, and they arc for the townes end, to beJ^ 
during life. But who comes beere? Enter the Prince. 

Trince What ftandft thou idle heere? lend mee thy SworH 
Many a Noble man lies ftarke and fliffe, ' ’ 

Vnder the houes of vaunting enemies, 

Whofc deaths are yet vnreueng’d,I prethcelcnd me thy s Wor< j 
Fal. O Hal, I prcthce giue me leaue to breathe a while:T Ur ^ 
Gregorie neucr did fuch deeds in armes, as I haue done this day • 
I haue payd Percy, 1 haue made him fure. ^ ' 

Prwce. He is indeed, and iiuing to kill thee ; 

I prethce lend the thy Sword. 

Fal t Nay before God Hal , If Tercybc aliue, thou getft not 
my fword, but take my pilloll if thou wilt. 

Prince Giueit me: what? is it in the cafe? 

Falf. I Hal , tis hot, theres that will facke a Cirie. 

The Prince drawee it out,and findes it a bottell of Sacke, 
Prince What, is it a timeto ietl and dally now / 

He thrmes the Bottell at him. Exit , 

Fah If Tercy be aliue, He pierce him, if he do come in my ivay, 
fo : if he do not.if I come in bis willingly, let him makea Carbo- 
nado of me. Hike notfuch grinning honour as fir Walter huh', 
giue me life, which if I canfaue,fo: ifnot, honour comes vn- 
looktfor, and theres an end. 

ssflarme, excursions, enter the King, the Trincc,Lord John 
of Lancafter, and Earle of Weftmer land. 

Ktng Iiprethee Harry withdraw thyfelfe, thou bleed eft too 
much ; Lord Iohn of Lancafier , goe you with him. 

Ptlohn Not I,my Lord, vnlelle Idid bleed too. 

Trin. I befeech your Maiefiie make vp. 

Left your retiremen t doe amaze your friends. 

Ki. I will do fo; my L. of Weftmcr land, leadc him to his TtM* 
Weft. Gome, my Lord, He leade you to your Tent. 

Prince Leade me my Lord, I doe not need yourhelpc 
And God forbid a fhallow fcratch fhould driuc 

The 
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prince of Wales from fuch a field as this, 

Where ftainde Nobilitie lies troden on, 

And Rebels Armes triumph m maftacres. 

Iohn We breathe too long, come coofcn Weftmrland, 

A„r duty this way lies : For Godsfakecome. 

° TnJby God, thou haft dcceiudmeZ^/er, 

Idid not thinke thee Lord of fuch afpirit} 

Before I loud thee as a brother lohn. 

But now I doe refpedf thee as my foulc. 

Km I few him hold Lord />er 7 at the poynt, 

Wirhluftier maintenance then I did looke tor 
Of fuch an vngrowne Warrier. 
pm. 0,this Boy lends naettall to vs all. Extt. 

Vmg. Another King, they grow like Hydras heads, 

I am the Dowglas fatall to all thofe 

That wearethofe colours on them. What art thou 

Thatcounterfeitft theperfon of a King? 

Ki. TheKing himfelfe, wlio Dwglas grieues at heart. 

So many of his fhadowes thou haft met. 

And not the very King: IhauetwoBoycs, 

Seeke Percy and thy felfe, about the Field ; 

But feeing thou fall’ft on me fo luckily, 

IwillalTay thee, and def end thy felfe. 

Bong. I feare thou art another Counterfeit} 

And yet in faith thou bear’ft thee like a King : 

But mine I am fure thou art, who ere thou be ; 
Andthuslwinnethee, . , 

They fight, the King being in danger, enter PrwcecJ 4 eft 
Prince. Holdvp thy head vile Scot, or thou art like 
Neuer to hold it vp againe,thc fpirits 
Of valiant Sherly ,St afford, Blunt, are in my Armes, 

It is the Prince ofW^/wthat threatens thee, 

Who neuer promifeth, but he mcanes to pay. 

They fight, T)on>glas fiieth. 

Cheerely my Lord, how fares your Grace? 

Sir Nicholas Gawfey hath for fuccour fent, 

Andfo hath Clifton: lie to Clifton ftrait. 

King. Stay, and breathe a vvhita Thou 
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Thou haft rcdcemd thy loft opinion, 

And flicwd thou makeft fome tender of my life 
In this faire refeue thou haft brought to me. 

‘Prince. O God, they did me too much iniurie. 

That euer laid, Ibearkned toyour death: 

If it were fo, I might hauelet a'one 
T he infulting hand of Douglas ouer you, 

VV hich would haue beene as fpeedy in your end, 

As all the poyfonous potions in the world, 

And fau athe trecherous labour of your Sonne. 

Kin. Make vp to (flijton, lie to S. Nicholas Gawfey. Em, 
Enter Hotjpar. 

Hot. If I mi flake not, thou art Harry Monmouth ? 

Prince. Thou fpeaklt, as if I would deny my name. 

Hot. My name i s Harry Percy. 

Prince . Why then I fee a very valiant Rebel! of that name. 

I am theprtnee of Wales •, and thinke not Percy, 

To fliare with me in glory any more : 

Two Starreskeepe not their motion in one Sphere, 

Nor can one England brooke a double raigne. 

Of Harry Percy, and the Prince of Wales, 

Hot. Now ihattit Harryl for the houreis come, 

Toend theoneofvs; and would to God, 

T hy name in Armes, were now as great as mine. 

Prince. He make it greater, ere I part from thee, 

Andallthy budding Honours on thy Creft 
lie crop, to make a Garland for my head. 

Hot. I can no longer brooke thy vanities. 

They fight. Enter Faljhclffe. 

Falf. Well faid Hal, to it Hal, Nay, you lhallfinde no Boyes 
playheere, Icantellyou. 

Enter Dowglas ; hefghts with Falftalffe, hefals downs as', 
if he were dead, the Prtnce ktlleth Percy, 

Hot. Oh Harry, thou haft robd me of my youth, 

I better breoke thelolfe of brittlelife. 

Then thofeproud Titles thou haft won of me, 

They wound my thoughts worfe,then the fword my flefh ? 
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But thought’s the flauc of life, and life times foole, 

And Time that takes furuey of all the world , 

Mull haue a flop. 0,1 could prophefie, 

But that the Earth, and cold hand of Death 
Lies on my tenge : no Percy, thou art duft, 

And food for , 

Prince. For Worms, braue Percy. Fare thee well, great heart, 

Uhveau’d Ambition, how much art thou Ihrunke? 

When that this body did containe a fpirit, 

A Kingdome for it, was too fmall a bound. 

But now two paces of the vileft earth, 

Isroome enough : this earth that beares the dead, 

Bearesnotaliue fo flout a Gentleman, 
lfthou wert fenfible of curtefie, 

I fliouldnot make fo great a fhew of zeale : 

Butletmy fauours hide thy mangled face. 

And euen in thy behalfe,Ilc thanke my felfe 
For doing chefe faire rites of tendernelfe, 

Adieu, andtake thy praife with thee to heauen. 

Thy ignomy (leepe with thee in the graue, 

Butnotremembaed in thy Epitaph. 

He Ip let b Falflalffe on the ground.. 

What, old acquaintance, could not all this flefli 
Keepe in a little life? poore Iacke farewell : 

1 could haue better (par’d a better man f 
0, 1 (hould haue a heauy mifte of thee, 

If I were much in loue with vanitie ; 

Dtath hath not ftrooke fo faire a Deere to day. 

Though many dearer in this bloody fray, 

Imboweldwilllfcethee by and by, 

Till then, in blood by nobl £>Percy lie. 

Falflalffe rifeth vp. 

Falf, Imboweld ? if thou imbowellme today , Ilegiueyou 
ieaue to powder me , and eate mee top to morrow. Zicud, t’was 
hnie to counterfeit, or tiiat hot termagant Scot had payd mee 
jcotandlat too. Counterfeit? I am no counterfeit* todieisto 
e a counterfeit , for heeis but the counterfeit of a man , who 
!, atn not the life of a man :but to counterfeit dying, when a man 

K.j thereby 
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thereby liueth* is to be no counterfeit , butfhe true and perfecl- 

image of life indeed. The better part ofvalour is Difcretion- j n 

toe which better part, I haue failed my life. Zounds 1 am afeard 
or this gunpowder Percy, though he be dead : how if hee fhould 
counterfeit too,andrife i by my faith I am afraid he would prou c 
the better counterfeit } therefore He make himfure; yea,andli e 
Uvearc I (lew him. Why may not he rife afweil as Ifnothing con, 
T utes mec but eyes, and no body fees me : therefore firra, witha 
new wound in your thigh, come you along with me. 

Retakes vp Rotjpur on hit backe . Enter Prince and 
Iohn ef Lane after. \ 

Frw. Come brother Iohn, fuilbrauely haft thou flefht 
Thy mayden Sv\ord. 

Iohn But foft, who haue we heere ? 

Did you not tell me this fat man was dead ? 

Prtn, I did, I faw him dead, 

Breathlcflfe, and bleeding on the ground. Art}thoualiuc? 

Or is it fantafie that playes vpon our eye- fight 
1 prethcc fpeake,we will not truft our eyes 
Without our eares, thou art not what thou feem’ft. 

Falf. No that's certaine, lam not a double man : but ifl bee 
not lac he Falftaljfe, then am I a Iackc : there is if your Fa- 

ther will doe mee any honour, fo : if nor, let him flay the next 
Percy himfelfe : I lookc to be either Earle or Duke, I can allure 
you. 

Prtn. W hy Percy. I flew my felfe, and faw thee dead. 

Falf. Didftthou? Lord, Lord, how the world is giuen to ly- 
ing/ I graunt youlwasdowne , and out of breath, andfowas 
he, but weerofebothat an inftant, and fought a long boureby 
Shrewsbury clockc, ifl may be beleeited,fo : if not, let them that 
Ihould reward Valour, bcare the finne vpon theirowneheads. 
He take it vpon my death, I gaue him this wound in the thigh 
if the man were aliuc, and would deny it. Zounds I would make 
him eatea pceceofmy Sword. 

Iohn , This is the flrangeft tale that euer I heard. 

Print This is the ftrangeft fellow, brother Iohn, 

Come bring your luggage nobly on your back% 



Hemyt.be. 

c 0 nny part, ifa lie will doc thee grace, 
lie auiide it with the happieli teartnes 1 naue. 

5 A retreat is founded ♦ 

Prince The Trumpets found retreat, the day is ours: 

Come Brother, lets to the higheft of the Field, 

Tofcevvhat friends areliuing, who are dead. Exeunt, 

Falf. lie follow, as they fa.y, for reward 5 Hethatrewardesme, 
God reward him* I f I do grow great,I le grow leftejfor llepurge, 
andieaue Sackc,and liue cleanly, as a Nobleman Ihould doe. 

Exit, 

The Trumpets found, enter the King, Prince of Wales, Lord 
Iohn of Lancafier, Earle offVcfimerland, with 
Worcefter and Vernon prif oners « ■ 

King Thus euer did Rebellion findc rebuke, 

111 fpirited PVorceJler, did not we fend grace. 

Pardon and tearmes of Louc to all of you? 

And wouldft thou turne our offers contrary, 

Mifufe the tenor of thy kinfmans truftj 
Three Knights vpon our party flaine to day, 

A noble Earle, and many a creature elfe, 

Had beenealiue this hpure. 

If like a Chriftian thou hadft truly borne 
Betwixt our Armies true intelligence. 

War. What I haue done, my fafetie vrg’d tae to, 

And I imbrace this fortune patiently, 

Since not to be auoyded, it falls on mee. 

King Beare Worcester to the death, and Vernon too ; 

Other Offenders we willpauie vpon. 

How goes the Field l 

Prince The noble Scot Lord Douglas, when he law 
The fortune of the day turn'd quite from him. 

The noble Percy flaine,and all his men, 

^pon the foot of feare,fkd with the reft : 

And falling from a hill, he wasfo bruizd. 

That the purfuers tooke him. At my T ent, 

Th e 'Dcwglas is, and I befeech your Grace, . 

1 may ddpofeofhira.. 




WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Hewy IV. Part 7 (STC 22285) LONDON, 1622 THE BRITISH LIBRARY (C.12.g.2l) OctaVO 







Vetiiflorieof 



ij 



King. With all my heart. 

Prince . Then brother Ioknof Lamafter, 

To you this honourable bountie Hull belong 
Goe to xheD&wglas and deliuer him 
Vp to his pleafure ranfomlelle and free. 

His valour ihewnevpon our Crefls today, 

Hath taught vs how to cherilh l'uch high deedes, 

Euen in the bofome ofour aduerfarics, 

, T hen this remaines, that we diuide our Power, 

You bonne John, And my coofen Wrfimerland, 

T ou ards York* fliaH bend you with your dcereft fpeed, 
T o meete Northumberland and the Prelate Scroope, 
Wiio (as we hearc) are bufily in armes t 
•My feifc and you, .Sonne Harry, v> illtowards Walei, 

To fight with Glendower , and the fc'arle of March, 

Re! elliou in this Land fhall loo fe lus way, 

Meeting the d.ieckc of iuefe another day.* 

And iince this ^ufineiTe fotaire is done. 

Let vs not leaue till all our ownebe wonne. 



FI 
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